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LU CAN'S PHARSALIA. 

BOOK V. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Bi Epirus the confuls aflerable the fenate, who uhani- 
moufly appoint Pompey general of the war againft- 
Caefar, and decree public thanks'* to the feveral" 
princes and ilates who afUfted the commonwealth.. 
Appius, at that time praetor of Achaia, conAilts the 
Oracle. of Delphos, concerning the event of the civil" 
* war. And, upon this occafion, the poet goes into 
a digreffion concerning the origin, the manner of 
the delivery, and the prefent filence of that orade* 
From Spain, Caefar returns into Italy, where he 
au^lls a mutiny in his army, and punilhes the of- 
fenders. From Placentra, where this difbrder hap- 
pened, he orders them to march to Brundufium j 
where, after a fliort turn to Rome, and affuminff the 
confulihip, or rather the fupreme power, he joins - 
them himfelf. From Brundufium, though it was 
then the middle of winter, he tranfports part of his 
army by fea to Epirus, and lands at Palaefte. Pom- 
pey, who then lay about Candavia, hearing, of* 
Caefar's arrival, and being in pain for Dyrrachium, 
inarched that way : On the banks of the river Apfus, 
they met and incamped clofe together. Caefar was 
not yet joined by that part of his troops •which he. . 
had left behind him at Brundufium, under the com- 
mand^ of Mark Anthony ; and being uneafy at his 
delays- leaves his camp by night, and ventures over 
a tempeftuous fea in a fmall bark to haften the tranf- 
port. Upon Caefar joining his forces together^ 
Pompey perceived that the war would now probably 
be foon decided by a battle ; and upon that con- 
iideration, refolved to fend his wife to expe6l the 
event at Le(bos. Their parting, vrliich is: ey.^^c^'^as^v^ 
moving, concludes this boo^/L. ^v^v^v^ 
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THUSy equal fortune holds a while the fcale,, 
And bids the leading chiefs by turns prevail j 
In doubt the goddefs, yet, their fate detains. 
And keeps them. for Emathia*s fatal plains. 
And now the fetting Pleiades grew low, 5 

The hills (lood hoary in December's fnowj 
The folemn feafon was approaching near, -^ 

When other names renewM the Fafti wear, > 

And double Janus leads the coming year. J 

The confuls, while their rods they yet remained,. 10 
"While, yet, fome fhew of liberty maintain^!, 
With miflives round the fcatter'd fathers greet. 
And in Epirus bid the fenate meet. 
Thei-e the great rulers of the Roman ftate. 
In foreign feats, confulting, meanly fate. 15 

No face of war the grave aflembly wears. 
But civil power in peaceful pomp appears : 
The purple order to their place refort. 
While waiting liftors guard the crouded court. 
No fa6lion thefe, nor party, feera to be, 29 

But a full fenate, legal, juft, and free. 
Great, as he is, here Pompey i^ands confeft 
A private man, and one among the reft. 

Their mutual groans, at length, and murmurs ceafe. 
And every mournful found is hufh'd in peace j 25 

When from the confular didinguiih'd throne, 
Sublimely rais'd, thus Lentulus begun. 

If yet our Roman virtue is the fame. 
Yet worthy of the race from which we came. 
And emulates our great forefathers name. 

Let 



] 



JLUCAN'S PHARSALIA^ Boot V. 205 

Let not our thoughts, by fad remembrance led, .31 
' Bewail thofe captive walls from whence we fled* 
This time demands that to ourfelves we turn. 
Nor, fathers, have we leifure now to mourn j 
But let each early care, each honeil heart, 35 

Our fenate's facred dignity alFert. 
• To all around proclaim it, wide, and near. 
That power which kings obey, and nations fear. 
That only legal power of Rome, is here. 
For whether to the Northern Bearwe go, .-4© 

Where pale fhe glitters o*er eternal fnow 5 
Or whether in thofe fultry climes we burn. 
Where night and day with equal hours return j 
The world ihall ftill acknowledge us its head. 
And empire follow wherefoe'er we lead. • 45 

When Gallic flames the burning city felt. 
At Veiae Rome with her Camillus dwelt. 
Beneath forfaken roofs proud Caefaf reigns. 
Our vacant courts, and filent laws conftrainsj 
While flaves obedient to his tyrant will, . ^Qj 

Outlaws, and profligates, his fenate fill j 
With him a banifli'd guilty croud appear. 
All that are juft and innocent are here. 
Difpers'd by war, though guiUlefsof its crimes, 
Our order yielded to thefe impious times ; •' 55 

At length returning each from his retreat. 
In happy hour the fcatter'd members meet. 
The gods and fortune- greet us on the way. 
And with the world loft Italy repay. 
Upon lUyria's favourable coaft, 60 

Vulteius with his furious baivd ^t^\ci^\ 
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While in bold Curio, on the Libyan plain. 

One half of Caefar's fenators lie flain. 

March then, ye warriors I fecond fate's defign> 

And to the leading gods your ardour join, 65 

With equal conftancy to battle come. 

As when you fhunn'd.the foe,and lefftyournativeRome» 

The period of the confuls power is near. 

Who yield our Fafces with the ending year : 

But you, ye fathers, whom we ftill obey, 70 

Who rule mankind with undetermin'd fway. 

Attend the public weal, with faithful care. 

And bid our greateft Pompey lead the war. 

In loud applaufe the pleas'd aflembly join. 
And to the glorious tafk the chief affign : 75 

iSis country's fate they truft to him alone. 
And bid him fight Rome's battles, and his own. 
Next, to their friends their thanks are dealt around. 
And fome with gifts, and feme with praife are crown'd : 
Of thefe, the chief are Rhodes, by Phoebus lov'd. So 
And Sparta rough, in virtue's lore approved. 
Of Athens much they fpeak j Maflilia's aid 
Is with her parent Phocis' freedom paid. 
Deiotarus his truth they much commend, 
•Their ftill unftiaken faithful Afian friend. 85 

Srave Cotys and his valiant fon they grace. 
With bold Rhaiipolis from ftormy Thrace. 
While gallant Juba juftly is decreed 
To his paternal fceptre to fucceed. 
And thou too, Ptolemy, (unrighteous fate!) 50 

W^rt rais'd unworthy to the regal ftate j 

The 
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'^he crown upon thy peijur'd temples (hone. 
That once was borne by Philip's godlike fon. 
0'«r ^gypt (hakes the boy his cruel fword : 
(Oh ! that he had been only -Egypt's lord !) 93 

But the dire gift more dreadful mifchiefs wait, 
'While Lagos' iceptre gives him Pompey*s fate : 
Preventing Caefar's, and his fitter's hand, 
He feizM bis parricide, and her command. 

Th' aflembly rofe, and all on war intent 100 

Buftle to arms, and blindly wait th' event. 
Appius alone, impatient to be taught. 
With what the threatening future tioKS were fraught. 
With bufy curiofity explores 

The dreadful purpofe of the heavenly powers. 105 
To Delphos ftraight he flies, where long the god 
In filence had pofTefs'd his clofe abode .; 
His oracles had long been known to ceafe. 
And the prophetic virgin liv'd in peace. 

Between the ruddy weft and eaftem ikies, no 

In the mid-earth ParnafTus' tops arife : . 
To Phoebus, and the chearful god of wine. 
Sacred in common ftands the hill divine, 113 

Still as the third revolving year comes round, ■ 7 

The Maenades, with leafy chaplets crown'd, c 

The double deity in folemn ibngs refound. 
^Whcn, o*er.thc world, the deluge wide was fpread, 
This only mountain rearM his lofty head $ 
One rifing rock, prefervM, a bound was given, 
JBetween the vafty deep, and ambient heaven. 120 
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Here, to revenge long-vex'd Latona^s pain. 

Python by infant Paean's darts was flain, 

While yet the realm was held by Themis' righteous 

reign. 

But when the god perceiv'd, how from below 
The confcious caves diviner breathings blow, 125 

How vapours could unfold th' enquirer's doom. 
And talking winds could fpeak of things to come j 
Deep in the hollows plunging he retir'd, 
There, with foretelling fury firft inlpir'd. 
From thence the prophet « art and honours he acquir\ 

So runs the tale. And oh ! what god indeed 131 
Within this gloomy cavern's depth is hid ? 
What power divine forfakes the heaven's fair light. 
To dwell with earth, and everlafting night ? 
What is this fpirit, potent, wife, and great, 135 

Who deigns to make a mortal frame his feat | 
Who the long chain of fecret caufes knows, 
Whofe oracles the years to come difclofe j 
Who through eternity at once forefees. 
And tells that fate which he himfelf decrees ? 14.0 

Part of that foul, perhaps, which moves in all, 
Whofe energy informs the pendent ball, 
Through this dark paiTage feeks the realms above^ 
And drives to re-unitcitfelf to Jove. 
Whatever the D«mon, when he ftands confeft 145 
Within his rapngprieftefs' panting bieaf^, 
Dreadful his godhead from the virgin breaks. 
And thundering from her foamy moiith he fpeaks. 

Such 
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Such is the burft of bellowing Etna's found. 
When fair Sicilians pailures Ihake around | 150 

Such from Inarime Typhoeus roars. 
While rattling rocks beftrew Campania's fhores. 

The liftening god, ftill ready with replies. 
To none his aid, or oracle, denies 5 
Yet, wife and righteous ever, fcoms to hear 15^ 

The fooPs fond wiflies, or the guilty's prayer j 
Though vainly in repeated vows they truft. 
None e^er find grace before him, but the juft. 
Oft to a banifliM, wandering, houfelefs race. 
The facred dilates have aiHgnM a place. x6o 

Cft from the ftrong he faves the weak in war : -> 

This truth, ye Salaminian Teas, declare ! C 

And heals the barren land, and peftilential air. 3 
Of all the wants with which this age is curft. 
The Delphic filence furely is the worft. 165 

But tyrants, juftly fearful of their doom. 
Forbid the gods to tell us what *s to come. 
Mean-while, the prophetefs may well rejoice. 
And blefs the ceafmg of the facred voice : 
Since death too oft her holy talk attends, iy% 

And immature her dreadful labour ends* 
Tom by the fierce diftrafting rage ihe fprings. 
And dies beneath the god for whom (tie fmgs« 

Thefc filent caves, thefe Tripods long unmoved, 
Anxious for Rome, inquiring Appius provM : 175 
He bids the guardian of the dread abode 
Send in the trembling prieftefs to the god. 
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The reverend fire the Latian chief obey'd. 

And fudden feiz'd the unfufpefting maid. 

Where carelefs in the peaceful grove ihe ftray'd. 

DifmayM, aghaft, andj)ale, he drags her on $ 

She flops, and itrives the fatal taflc to fliun ; 

Subdued by force, to fraud and art Ihe flies. 

And thus to turn the Roman's purpofe tries : 

What curious hopes thy wandering fancy move, xS^ 

The filent Delphic oracle to prove ? 

In vain, Aufonian Appius, art thou come j 

Long has our Phoebus and his cave been dumb« 

Whether, difdaining us, the facred voice 

Has made ibme other diftant land its choice ; 9^* 

Or whether, when the fierce barbarians' fires 

Low in the duft had laid our lofty ipires. 

In heaps the mouldering afhes heavy rod. 

And chok'd the channels of the breathing god : 

Or whether heaven no longer gives replies, jp^ 

But bids the Sibyls myftic verfe fuffice j 

Or, if he deigns not this bad age to bear. 

And holds the world unworthy of his" care ; 

Whate'er the caufe, our god has long been mutt. 

And anfwers not to any fuppliant's fuit. ^qo 

But, ah I too well her artifice is known. 
Her fears confefs the god, whom they difown. 
Howe'er, each rite ihe feemingly prepares j 
A fillet gathers up her forcmoft hairs j 
While the white wreath and bays her temples bind, ao' 
And knit the loofer locks which flow behind. 
Sudden, the ftronger prieft, though yet flie ftrivcs 
The lingering maid v^ithia the temple driyes s 
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But ftill flie feai-8, ftill (huns the dreadful (hrine> 

Xags la the outer fpace, and feigns the rage dmne. sx* 

But far unlike the god, her calmer breaft 

No ftroag enthufiaftic throes confeft ; 

No terrors in her ftarting hairs were fcen. 

To caft from off her brow the wreathing green; 

No broken accents half obRru6led hung, t:t$ 

Nor fwelling murmurs roll her labouring tongue. 

From her fierce "jaws no founding horrors come» 

N« thunders bellow throtigh the working foam. 

To rend the fpacious cave^ and fhake the vaulted dome. 

Too plaki, the peaceful groves and fane betrayed ^^o 

The wily, iearful, god-differab!ing maid. 

The furious Roman foon the fraud efpy*d. 

And, Hope n<^ thou to 'fcape my rage, he cry'd } 

Sore {halt thou rue thy fond deceit, profane, 

:(The gods and Appius are not mock'd in vain) ±1$ 

Unlefs thou ceafe thy mortal founds to tell, 

Unlefs thou plunge thee in the myftic cell, 

Unlefs the gods themfelveis reveal the ddom. 

Which ftiall befall the warring world and Rome. 

Hefpoke, and, awM, by the fuperior dread, t%9 
The trembling prieftefs to the Tripod fled : 
Clofe to the holy breathing vent (he cleaves. 
And largely the unwonted god receives. 
Nor age the potent fpirit had decay'd. 
But with full force he fills the heaving maid j 23$ 
Nor e'er fo ftrong inspiring Paean came, 
xNor ftretcliM, as now, her agonizing frame : 
The mortal mind driv'n out forfook her breai!;, 
And the ible godhead every part poifeflU 
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Now fwell her veins, her turgid (inews rife, 140 

And bounding frantic through the cave ihe files j 

Her briftling locks the wreathy fillet fcom. 

And her fierce feet the tumbling Tripods fpum. 

Now wild (he dances o*er the vacant fane. 

And whirls her giddy head, and bellows vrith the pajji. 

N<»r j'et the lefs th* avenging wrathful god 246 

Pours in his fires, and (hakes his founding rod s 

He Ia(hes now, and goads her on amain $ 

And now he checks her ftubbom to the rein. 

Curbs in her tongue, jufl labouring to difclole> 250 

And fpeak that fate which in her bofom glows. 

Ages on ages throng, a painful load. 

Myriads of images, and myriads croud ; 

Men, times, and things, or prefent, or to come. 

Work labouring up and down, and urge for roona. ^55 

Whatever is, (hall be, or e'er has been, 

Kolls in her thought, and to her fight is feen. 

The ocean's utmo(l bounds her eyes explore. 

And number every fand on every (hore 5 

Nature, and all her works, at once. they fee, ^60 

Know when ftie firft b^gun, and when her end ihall.be. 

And as the Sib/ ouce in Cumac's cell. 
When vulgar fates (he proudly eeasM to tell. 
The Roman deftiny di(lingui(h*d took. 
And kept it careful in her facred book ; ^ xS^ < 

So now, Pbemonoe» in crouds of thought, 
The fingle doom of Latian Apptus (ought. 
Nor in that mafs, where multitudeis abound^ 
A private fortune can with eafe be found. 

But 
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At length her foamy mouth begins to flow, ajcr 

Groans more diftin6l, and plainer murmurs go :' ' - 

A doleful howl the roomy cavern ihook> 

And thus the calmer maid in fainting accents fpoke r^ 
^. While guilty rage the world tumultuous reads. 

In peace for thee, Euboea^s vale attends $ 275- 

Thither, as to thy refuge, ihalt thou fly. 

There find repofe, and unmolefted lyet- * 

She (aid 3 the god her labouring tongue fuppreft, >• 

And in eternal darknefs veiPd the reft. 

Ye facred.Tripods^ on whofe doom we> wait t aSo' 

Ye guardians of the future laws of fate ! 

And thou, oh! Phoebus^ whofe prophetic (kill ^. 

Reads the dark counfels of the heavenly will | 

Why did your wary oracles refrain, 

Ta tell what kings, what heroes muft be flaih. 

And how much blood the blufhing earth fhould ilatn } 

Was it that, yet, the guilt was undecreed ? 

That yet our Pompey was not doom'd to bleed ? - 

Qr4;hofe you wifely, rather> to afford 

A juil occafion to the patriot's fword ? 290 

As if you fear'd t'avert the tyrant's doom» - 

And hinder Brutus from avenging Rome ? 

Through the wide gates at length by force difplay'd. 

Impetuous fallies the prophetic maid ; 

^or yet the hply rage was all fupprefs'd, 29s . 

Part of the god ftill heaving in her breaft : 

Urg'd by the Daemon, yet ihe rolls her eyes, - ^ 

And wildly wanders o'er the ipacious ikies* 

HQvr, horrid purple fiuihes in her face. 

And now a livid pale fupplies the ^l^ice \ %^^ 
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A (louMe madxiefa paints her cheeks by tums^ 

With fear fhe freeies* and with furjr burns t 

Sad breathing fighs with heavy accent go. 

And doleful from her fainting bofom bJow. 

$0 when no more the fbrm fonorous fingSy ^ 

But noify Boreas hangs his weary wings : 

In hollow groans the iaUing winds complain,. 

And m\irnuir o>r the hoarfe-refounding main* 

Now by degrees the fire aethereal iail^dy 
And the dull human fenfe again prevailed $ 33 

While Phcebusy fVidden> iir a mnrky ihade, 
II id the pad vifion fram the mortal maid^ 
Tliick clouds of dark oblivion rife between. 
And fnatch away at once the wondrous fcene ; 
StretchM on the ground the fainting priefteis lies, 31 
While to the Tripod, back, th' informing fpirit flies 

Mean -while, fond Appius, erring in his fate, 
Dream'd of long fafety> and a neutral ftate $ 
And, ere tho great event of war v^as known, 
FixM on Eubwan Chalcis for his o¥m. ft 

Fool 1 to believe that power could ward the blow,. 
Or fnatch thee from amidft the general woe t 
In times like thefe, what god but death can fave ? 
The world can yield no refuge, but the grave. 
Wlierc llruggling feas Charyftos rude conftrains> 33 
And> dreadful to the proud, Rhamnufia reigns i 
Where by the whirling current barks are toft 
From Chalcis to unlucky Auli's coaft $ 
There (halt thou meet the gods appointed doom, 
A private death, and long- remembered tomb. y. 
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To other wars the viftor now fucceeds. 
And his proud eagles from Iberia leads : 
When the chang'd gods his ruin feem'd to threaty 
And crofs the long fuccefsful courfe of fate. 
Ami'dft his camp, and fearlefs of his foes, 33^ 

Sudden he faw where inborn dangers rofe, 
He iaw thofe troops that long had faithful flood, 
Friends to his caurfe, and enemies to good, 
Grown weary of their chief, and fatiated with blood. . 
Whether the trumpet's found too long bad ceased, 34© 
And flaughter flept in unaccuftom'd reft : 
Or whether, arrogant by mifchief made. 
The foldier held his guilt but half repay'd: 
WhiJft avarice and hope of bribes prevail. 
Turn againft Caefar, and his cauf&, the f<}a]ey- 
And fet the mercenary fword to fale. 
Nor, e'er before, fo truly could he read 
What dangers ftrow thofe paths the mighty tread* 
Then, firft he found, on what a faithlefs bafe 
Their nodding towers ambition's builders place ; 35P 
He who fo late, a potent fa^ ion's head, 
Drew in the nations^ and the legions led j 
Now ftript of all, beheld in every hand 
The warriors weapons- at their own cominand-j 
Nor fervice now, norfafety they afford^ 355^^ 

But leave him fingle to his guardian fword. 
Nor is this rage the grumbling of a croud. 
That fhun to tell their difcontents aloud 5 
Where all with gloomy looks fufpicious go. 
And dread of an informer chokes their woe ; *^^ 
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But, bold in numbers, proudly they appear. 
And fcom the balhful mean rcftraints of fear. 
For laws, in great rebellions, lofe their end. 
And all go free, when multitudes oflfend. 
, Among the reft, one thus : At length 'tis time 365 
To quit thy caufe, oh Csfar ! and our crime : 
The wodd around for foes thou haft explored. 
And lavifhly e:^po$*d us to the fword j 
To make thee great, a worthlefs crowd we fail. 
Scattered o'er Spain, o'er Italy, and Gaul j 370 

in every clime beneath the ipacious iky. 
Our leader conquers, and his foldiers die. 
What boots our march beneath the frozen zone. 
Or that loft blood which ftains the Rhine and Rhone ! 
When fcan'd with wounds, and worn with labours 

hard. 
We come with hopes of recompence prepared, 
Thou giv'ft us war, more war, for our reward. 
Though purple rivers in thy caufe we fpilt. 
And ftain'd our horrid hands in every guilt j 
With unavailing wickednefs we toil'd, m%Q 

In vain the gods, in vain the fenate fpoil'd j 
Of virtue, and reward, alike beieft. 
Our pious poverty is all we 've left. 
Say to what height thy daring aims would rife ? t 

If Rome 's too little, what can e'er fuffice ? sSiJ^ 

Oh, fee at length ! with pity, Ca?far, fee, 
Thefe withering arms, thefe hairs grown white for thee. 
In painful wars our joylefs days have paft. 
Let weary age lie down on peace at laft j 

Give 
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Give us» on beds, our dying limbs to lay, 3^ ' 

And (ighy at homey our parting fouls away. 
Nor think it much we make the bold demand^ ^ 
And aflc this wondrous favour at iliy hand : 
Let our poor babes and weeping wives be by. 
To ^ofe our drooping eyelids when we die. 395 

Be merciful, and let difeafe afford 
Some other way to die, befide the fword j 
Let us no more a common carnage bum. 
But each be laid in his own decent urn. 
Still wilt thou urge us, ignorant and blind, 400 

To fome more monftrous mifchief yet behind ? 
Are we the only fools, forbid to know 
How much we may deferve by one fure blow ? 
Thy head, thy head is ours, whene'er we pleafe ; 
Well has thy war infpir'd fuch thoughts as thefe : 405 
What laws, what oaths, can urge their feeble bands. 
To hinder thefe determined daring hands ? 
That Csfar, who was once ordaih'd our head. 
When to the Rhine our lawful arms he led, 
I^tBw |ls>:more our chieftain, but our mate } 410 
Ip^tfilt e^al, gives equality of ftate. 
• Si or (hall his foul ingratitude prevail,. 
Nor weigh our merits in his partial fcale; 
He views our labours with a fcomful glance, 
And'calls our victories the works of chance : 415 
But his proud heart, henceforth, ihall learn to own^ 
His power, his fate, depends on us alone. 
Yes, Caefar, fpite of all thofe rods that wait, ' 
With mean obfequious fervicei on thy date i 
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8j)ite of thy godt, and thee> the war ihail ceaf<^ 419 
And wc thy foldiers will command a peace. 

He fpoke, and fierce tumultuous rage infpirM, 
The kindling legions round the camp were firM, 
And with loud criet their abieat ohief requirM. 

Permit it thus, ye righteous gods, to be j 4^5 | 

Let wicked hands fulfil your great decree ; 
And, fincc loil faith and virtue are no more. 
Lei Curfar'tt bands the public peace reftore. 
What leader had not now been chiU*dwith fear. 
And hc:ir<l this tumult with the laft defpair ? 439 

But Cncfar, formed for perils hard and great, 
llriidlong to drive, and brave oppofmg fate j 
While yet with fierce^ fires Iheir furies flame. 
Secure, and fcomful of the danger, came; 
Nor was he wroth to fee the madnefs rife, 43^ 

And mark the vengeance threatening in their tycs j 
VVith plcafurc could he crown their curft defigns. 
With rape* of matrons, and the fpoils of ihrines ; 
Had they hut aHcM it, well he could approve 
'J 'he w;ifte and plunder of Tarpeian Jove : 440 

No mifchicf he, no facrilege, denies. 
But would himfclf beftow the horrid prize. 
With joy he fees their fouls by rage poflfeft. 
Sooths and indulges every frantic bi*eaft. 
And only fears what reafon may fugged. 
Still, Csefar, wilt thou tread the paths of blood ? 
Wilt thou, thou fjngly» hate thy counti^'s goodl 
Shall the rude foldicr firft of war complain. 
And teach, thee to be pitiAil in vain? 
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€r ive o*er at length, and let thjr labours ceafe^ 45a 

Nor vex the world, but learn to fuiier peace. 

Why fhouldft thou force each, now, unvnlling hand. 

And driye thorn 00 to guilt, by thy command ? 

When ey'n relenting r^e itfelf gives place. 

And £erce £nyo ieems to (hun thy face. 455: 

High on a turfy bank the chief was reared, 
Fearlefs, and therefore worthy to be fearM } 
Around the croud he caft an angry look, 
>|nd, dreadful, thus with indignation fpoke : 

Ye noiiy h^d ! who in Co fierce a ilrain ■ 46ft 

Againft yourabfent leader dare complain 1 
Behold ! where nak.e.d and unarjaM he ftands. 
And braves the malice of ypur threatening hands. 
Here find your end of war, your Umg<fought reft. 
And leave your ufelefs fwords in Caeiar^s breaA. 465 
B]^t wherefore urge I the bold deed to you ? 
To rail, is all your feeble rage can do. 
In grumbling fa^ions are you bold and loud. 
Can fow fedition, and increaie a croud i 
You I who can loath the glories of the great, 479^ 
And poorly meditaite a bafe retreat. 
But, hence ! be gope from vi&ory and me. 
Leave nje to what my better fates decree : 
New friends, new troops, my fortune (hall afford. 
And find a hand for every vacant /word. 47$ 

Behold,. what crouds on flying Pompey wait. 
What multitudes attend his abje6l ftate ! 
And (hall fucQefs, aad Caefar, droop the while ? ^ 
Shall I want numbers to divide the fpoil, ^ 

And reap the fruits of your i<w»\xstL \»Ci^ ^^ 

5 ^^^'^ 
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Legions fiiall come to end the bloodlefs war. 

And Aiouting ibllow my triumphal car. 

While you, a vulgar, mean, abandonM race/ 

Shall view our honours with a downward face. 

And curfe yourfelves in fecret as we paTs. 

Can your vain aid, can your departing force. 

Withhold my conqueft, or delay my courfe ? 

So trickling brooks their waters may deny. 

And hope to leave the mighty ocean dry ; 

The deep ihall ftill be full, and fcom the poor fupply, 

Hor think fucb vulgar fouls as yours were given^ 

To be the tafk of fate, and care of heaven : 

Few are the lordly, the diftinguiOi*d great. 

On whom the watchful gods, like guardians, wait : 

The reft for common ufe were all deiignM, 495 

An unreg^ded rabble of mankind. 

By my aufpicious naihe, and fortune, led, ^ 

Wide o'er the world your conquering arms were fpread, C 

But fay, what had yon done, with Pompey at your head ? 3 

Vaft was the fame by Labienus won, $mm 

Wiien ranked amidft my warlike friends, he (hone s 

Now mark what follows on his faithful change. 

And fee him with his chief new-chofen range; 

By land, and fea, where-e*er my inns he fpies. 

An ignominious runagate he flies. 50^ 

Such ihall you prove. Nor is it worth my care, 

Whether to Pompey *s aid your arms you bear t 

Who quits his leader, wherefoe*er he go. 

Flies like a traitor, and becomes my foe. 

Yes, ye great gods t your kinder care I own, 510 

You made the hit\x of thefe falfe ItnmA kuvim \ 
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You warn me weU to change thefe coward bahds^ 

Nor truft my fate to Tuch betraying hands. 

And thou too, Fortune, point'ft me out the way, 

A mighty debt, thus, cheaply to repay : 51^ 

Henceforth my care regards myfelf alone, 

War*s glorious gain fhall now be all my own* 

For you, ye vulgar herd, in peace return, 

My enfigns (hall by manly hands be borne. 

Some few of you my fentence here fliall wait, 5^0 

And warn fucceeding fa6lions by your fate. 

Down ! groveling down to earth, ye traitors, bend« 

And with your proftrate necks, my^jdoom attend. 

And you, ye younger ftriplings of the war. 

You, whom I mean to make^my future care 5 5^5 

Strike home t to blood, to death, inure your hands. 

And learn to execute my dread commands. 

He fpoke f and, at the impious found (UfmayM, 
The trembling unrefiAing croud- obeyed : 
No more their late equality they boaft, 530 

But bend beneath his frown a fuppliant hoft. 
Singly fecure, he (lands confefs'd their lord. 
And rules, in fpite4>f him, the ieldier*s fword. 
^Doubtful, at firft, their patience he furveys, 
/^Tid wonders why each haughty heart obeys j 535 
Beyond hi« hopes he fees the (hibbom bow. 
And bare their breads obedient to the blow $ 
Till ev*n his cooler thoughts the deed difclaim. 
And would not find their fiercer fouls fo tame. 
A few, at length, fele£led from the re(l, . 540 

Bled for exanqpicf and the tumult ceas'd s 
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While the conienting hoft the victims viewed. 
And, in that blood, their broken faith renewed* 

Now to Biiindufium's walls he bids them tend. 
Where ten long days their weary marches <nd ; 54^ 
There he conamands aflembling barks to meet. 
And furnifh from the neighbouring ihores hia fleet* 
Thither the crooked keels from Leuca glide. 
From Taras old, and Hydrus* winding tide ; 
Thither with fwelling fails their way they take, 55^ 
From lowly Sipus, and Salapia's Jake ; 
From where Apulia's fruitful mountains riie, •^ 

Where high along the coaft Garganus lies, > 

And beating feas and fighting winds defies. j 

Mean-while the chief to Rome dire6l8 his way, 555 
.Now fearful, aw'd, and fafhion'd to his fway. 
There, with mock prayers, the fuppliant vulgar wait^ 
And urge on him the great di£Vator's ftate. 
Obedient he, fmce thus their wills ordain, 
A gracious tyrant condefcends to reign. ^6% 

His mighty name the.joyful Fafti wear. 
Worthy to ufher in the curft Pharfalian year. 
'I hen WIS the time, when fycophants began 
To heap all titles on one lordly man ; 
Then learned our fmes that •fawning lying flrain, 56^ 
Which we, their flavifh fons, fo well retain : 
Then, firft, were feen to join, an ill-match'd pair. 
The ax of juftice, with the fword of war 5 
Fafces, and eagles, mingling, march along. 
And in proud C»far*8 train promifcuous throng. 579 
And while all powers in him alone unite. 

He mocks the people with the (hews of right. 

TVa 
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The Martian field tfa' aiTembling tribes receives^ 

And each his unregarded fufFrage gives i 

Still with the fame folemnity of face, 571 

The reverend augur feems to fill his place : 

Though now he hears not when the thunders roU, 

Nor fees the flight of the ill-boding owl. 

Then funk the ftate and dignity of Rome» 

Thence monthly confuls nominally come : 5I0 

Juft as the fovereign bids, their names appear^ 

To head the calendar, and mark the year. 

Then too, to finifli out ^ pageant ikow. 

With formal rites to Alban Jove they go i 

By njght the feftiyal was huddled o>ry . 5!^ 

IJor could the god, unwojthy, aik for more { 

He who look'd on, and faw fuch foul difgrace^] 

Such flavery befall his Trojan race. 

Now Caefar, like the flame that cuts the flues« 
And fwifter than the vengeful tigrefs, flies 
Where wafte ^nd overgrown Apulia lies 3 
O'er-pafl^ng foon the rude abandon^ plains, 
Brundufium's crooked ihores, and Cretan walls hegain»« 
Loud Boreas there his navy ck>fe confines^ 
While wary feamen dread the wintery figns. 591 

But he, th* impatient chief, difdains to fpare 
Thofe hours that better may be fpent in war i 
He grieves to fee his ready fleet withheld. 
While others boldly plow the watery field. 5991 

Eager to rouze their floth, behold, (he cries) -^ 

The conftant wind that rules the vdnteiy ikiesj > 

With what a fettled certaioty it £ie» i ^ 
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Unlike the wanton fickle gales, that bring 
The cloudy changes of the faithlefs fpring. 
,^r need we now to fhift, to tack, and veer : 605 

Steady the friendly north commands to fteer. 
Oh ! that the fury of the driving blaft 
May fwell the fail, and bend the lofty maft. 
So, fhall our navy foon be wafted o'er, -y 

^re yon Phaeacian gallies dip the oar, > 

And intercept the wifli'd-for Greeian ihore. J 

Cut eveiy cable then, and hafte away 5 ^1% 

The waiting winds and feas upbraid our long delay. 

Low. in the weft the fetting fun was laid, v 
Up rofe the night in glittering ftars array'd, 
And filver Cynthia caft a lengthening (hade ; 
When Joofing-frora the (hore the moving fleet. 
All hands at once unfurl the fpreading (heet j 
The flacker tacklings let the canvas flow, 
^To gather all the breath the winds can blow. 629 

■iSwift, for a while, they feud before the wind. 
And leave Hefperia's lefl*ening fliores behind j 
-When, lo ! the dying breeze begins to fail. 
And flutters on the maft the flagging fail : 
,.The duller v^^ves with flower heavings creep, 625 

And a dead calm' benumbs the lazy deep. 
As when the winter's potent breath conftrains 
The Scythian Euxine in her icy chains ; 
'No more the Bofj^iori their ftreams maintain. 
Nor rufliing Ifter heaves the languid main j 630 

"Kach keel inclosM, at once forgets its courfe. 
While o'er the new*made champion bounds the horfe s ' 
4- Bold 
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Sold on the eryftal plains the Thracians ride^ 

And pN&t with founding ke^ls the ftable tid& 

$o ikill a form th* loliiao waters take* r^ji 

Dull as the muddy rair& and daftdingiake.: 

No breezes ^-^t the citrlijfig . Airfa<fe pafs^ 

Nor fun-bearas trcraWe in jthe.jljquid.glafs $ 

Ho ufual turns revolving- T«t]b)f^ 1;nQW8» 

Nor with alternate rollings eh^ ^nd jBpwh s . , :6^ 

But (IttggHh, ocean Aeeps in ilupid peace. 

And weary nature's motions 4eem^o ceafe. 

With diiFeiing eyes the hoftifc .fleets beheld 

The falling winds, and ufelefs watery field. 

There Pompey's daring powers atten^pt in vain 645 

'to plow their paflage througl^ th' unyielding main j 

While, ^ch'd by want, pr6ud Caefar's legions here 

The dire dlftrefs of meagre famine fear. 

With vows unknown before they reach the {kie8> 

That wave^ may daih, and nriounting billows rife i 650 

That ftorms may with returning fury reign. 

And the rude ocean be itfelf s^in. 

At length the ftill, the iluggiOi datknefs fled» 

And cloudy morning reai-'d its louring head. 

The rolling flood the gliding navy bore, 6$^ . 

And hills appeared to pafs upon the fliore. 

Attending breeies waft them to the land. 

And Caei'ar's anchors bite Palasfte's (h-and. 

In neighbouring camps the hoftilc chiefs (it down, 
Where Genufus the fwift, and Apfus run j 660 

Among th' ignobler croud of rivers, thele 
Soon lofe their waters in the mingling feas t 
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No migiity ftreams nor diftant fprings tfaty knoWf 

hdt rile from muddy lakes, and melting ihow. 

iicre meet the rivals who the world divide, ((^ 

CJnce by the tendereft bands of kindred ty*d. 

The world with joy their interview beheldt 

Now only parted by a fingle field. 

b Olid of the hopes of peace, mankind believe. 

Whene'er they come thus near, they muft fox^ve. 67O 

Vain hopes 1 for foon they part to meet no morey 

Till both (hall reach the curft Agypdan fhore | 

Till the proud father fliall in arms fucceed. 

And fee his vanquiftiM Ton untimely bleed j 674. 

Till he beholds his aih^s on the ftrand, ^ 

Views his pale head within a villain's hand ; S 

'i'ill Pompey's fate (hall Caefar's tears demand. ^ J 

The latter yet his eager rage reftrains, 
While Antony the lingering troops detains. 679 

Repining much, and grievM at war's delay, ^ 

Impatient Caefar often chides his ftay, S 

Oft he is heard to threat, and humbly oft to pray. J 

Still fhall the world (he cries) thus anxious wait ? 
Still wilt thou ftop the gods, and hinder fate ? 
What could be done before, was done by me : J6I5 
Now ready fortune only (lays for thee.. 
What holds thee then ? Do rocks thy courfe withftand ? 
Or Libyan Syrts op|W>fe their faithlefs ftrand ? 
Or do(l thou fear new dangers to explore ? 
I call thee not, but where I pafs'd bcfoi-e. 690 

For all thofe hours thou lofeft, I complain, 
And fue to heaven for profperous winds in vain. 

My 
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My foldiers (often has their ftiith been tryM) 

If not withheld, had haften'd to my fide. 

W-hat toil, what hazards will they not partake ? 695 

What feas and fliipwrecks fcom> for Cxfar'6 fake ? 

Nor will I think the gods fo partial are. 

To give thee fair Aufonia for thy (hare 5 

While Csefar, and the fenate, are forgot. 

And in Epinis bound their barren lot. 70* 

In words like thefe, he calls him oft in Tain^ 
And thus the hafty miffives oft complain. 
At length the lucky chief, who oft had found 
'What vaft fuccefs his ralher darings crownM s 
Who faw how much the favouring gods had done, yog 
Nor would be wanting, when they urg'd him on j 
Fierce, and impatient of die tedious ftay, 
Refolves by night to prove the doubtful way : 
Bold, in a fmgle ikiff, he means to go. 
And tempt thofe feas that navies dare not plow. yi% 

•Twas now the time when cares and labour ceafe. 
And ev'n the rage of arms was hulh'd to peace : 
Snatched from their guilt and toil, the wretched lay. 
And ilept the founder for the painful day. 
Through the ftill camp the night's third hour refounds. 
And warns the fecond watches to their rounds } 
When through the horrors of the murky (hade. 
Secret the careful warriors footfieps tread. 
His train, unknowing, (lept within his tent. 
And fortune only followed where he went. 710 

With filent anger he perceiv'd, around. 
The (leepy fcntincU beftrew the ground 5 
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Yet, unreproving, now, he pafs'd them o'er. 
And ibught with eager hafte the winding ihore* 
Thei c tlirough the gloom, his icarching eyes explorM, 7»| 
V/h::\; to the mouldtring rock a bark wai moored* 
The mighty m after of this iittle boat, 
Securely fltpt within a neighbouring cot x 
No mafly beams fupport his humble hall, 
But'rccds and marihy nilhes wove the wall ; y^o 

Old iLatter'd planking for a roof was fpread. 
And covcrM ii* fiom rain the needy ftied. 
Thri :e on the feeble door the warrior ftruck, 
Bcncaih the blow the trembling dwelling (hook, 734 
What wretch forlorn (the poor Arayclas cries) 
Driven by the raging leas, and ftormy ikies. 
To my poor lowly roof for Ihelter flies ? 
He fpoke J and hafty left his homely bed. 
With oozy flags and withering fea-weed fpread. 
Then fjom the hearth the fmoking match he takee, 74* 
And in the tow the droufy fire awakes 3 
Dry leaves, and chips, for fuel, he fupplies. 
Till kindling fparks and glittering flames arife. 
Oh happy poverty ! thou greateft good, 
Beftow d by heaven, but feldom underftood 1 ^45 

Here nor the cruel fpoiler feeks his prey, 
Nor riithlefs aimies take their dreadful way : 
Security thy narrow limits keeps. 
Safe are thy cottages, and found thy fleeps. 
Behold 1 ye dangerous dwellings of the great, 7^ 

Where gods and godlike princes choofe their feat j 
See in what peace the poor Amyclas lies, 
^or Harts, though Csefar's call commands to rife. 
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What terrors had you felt, that call to hear 1 j 

How had your towers and ramparts (hook with fear, > 

And trembled, as the mighty man drew near I i' 

The door unbarr'd : Expeft (the leadei^ faid) 

Beyond thy hopes, or wi/hes, to be paid 5 

If in this inftant hour thou waft me o'er. 

With ipeedy hafte, to yon Hefperian fhore* 71^0 

No more Ihall want thy weary hand conArain, 

To work thy bark upon th& boiftcrous main : 

Henceforth good days and plenty (hall betide^ 

The gods and I will for thy age provide. 

A glorious change attends thy low eilate. 

Sudden and mighty riches round the wait ; 

Be wife, and ufe the lucky hour of fate. 

Thus he j and though in humble veftments drcfs'd. 
Spite of himfelf, his words his power exprcis*d. 
And Caefar in his bounty flood confefs'd. 770 • 

To him the wary pilot thus replicrs : 
A thoufand omens threaten from the ikies ; 
A thoufand boding figns my foul affright. 
And warn me not to tempt the feas by night. 
In clouds the fetting fun obfcur'd his head, 775 

Nor painted o'er the ruddy weft with red : 
Now north, now fouth, he (hot his parted beams. 
And tjppM the fullen black with golden gleams : 
Pale (hone his middle orb with faintiih rays. 
And fuffer'd mortal eyes at cafe to gaze. 7 So 

Nor rofc the filver queen of night ferene, -% 

Supine an^dull her blunted horns were feen, > 

With foggy ftains and cloudy blots between. ^ 
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Dread fn^ awhile (he (hone all fiery red» 

Then ficken'd into pale, and hid her drooping head, yfj 

Nor Icfs I fear from that hoarfe hollow roar. 

In leafy groves, and on the (bunding (hore. . j; 

In various turns the douhtful dolphins play. 

And thwart, and mn acrofs, and mix their way. 

The cormorants the watery deep forfake, 750 

And foaring hems avoid the pla(hy lake i 

While, waddling on the margin of the main. 

The crow hewets her, and prevents the rain. 

Howe'er, if forae pneat enterprise demand. 

Behold, I pro(rer thee my willing hand : ^95 

^'ly venturous bark the troubled deep (hall try, 'j 

To thy wi(hM port her plunging prow (hall ply, > 

Tnlcfs the feas rcfolve to beat us by. J 

He fpoke 5 and fprrad his canvas to the wind, 
Unmi>orM his boat, and left the (hore behind. Jim 

Swift flew the nimble keel ; and as they pad. 
Long trails of light the (hooting meteors cait; 
Ev'n the (ix*d fires abox'e in motion feem. 
Shake through the blaft, and dart a quivering beam j 
Black horrors on the gloomy ocean brood, 805 

And in long ridges rolls the threatening flood j 
While loud and louder murmuring winds ariie. 
And growl from every quarter of the (kics. 
When thus thr trembling maftcr, pale with fear, 
HehoM what wrath the di-eadful gods prepare j 810 

My art is at a lofs; the various tide 
Beats my unliable bark on every fide : 
From the north-wcrt the Icttiilg current fwells. 
While fouthern liorms the di:ivli\% nitV. ^ck\ti&U« ti^ 
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Howe'er it be, our purposed way is loft, y 

Nor can one relick of our wreck be toft > 

By winds, like thefe, on fair Hefperia's coaft. ^ 

Our only means of fafety is to yield. 

And meafure back with hafte the foamy field j 

To give our unfuccefsful labour o'er, 820 

And reach, while yet wc may, the neighbouring fliorc^i 

But Caefar, ftill fuperior to diftrefs, 
Fearlefs, and confident of fure fuccefs. 
Thus to the pilot loud— The feas defpife, 
And the vain threatening of the noify ikies. ^t$ 

Though gods deny thee yon Aufonian ftrand j 
Yet, go, I charge thee, go at my command. 
Thy ignorance alone can caufe thy fears, 
Thou know'ft not what a freight thy veflel bears j 
Thou kno^ft not I am he, to whom 'tis given 830 
Never to want the care of watchful heaven. - 
Obedient fortune waits my humble thrall, - 
And always ready comes before I call. 
Let winds, and feas, loud y/ars at freedom wage. 
And wafte upon themfelves their empty rage j 835 
A ftronger, mightier Daemoa is thy friend. 
Thou, and thy bark, oa Caefiu:*s fate depend. 
Thou ftand'ft amazM to view this dreadful fcene ; 
An^ wonder^ft what the gods and fortune mean t 
But artfully their bounties thus they raife, 840^ 

And from my dangers arrogate new praife j 
Amidft the fears of death they bid me live. 
And ftill inhance what they arc fure to give. 
Then leave yon fliore behind with all thy hafte^ 
Nor fliall this idle fory longer Uft. "^ v 
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Thy keel aufpicious fliaU tl>e ftorm appeafe. 

Shall glide triumphant o'er the calmer feas. 

And reach firunduiium's fiifer poit with eafe. 

Nor can the gods ordain another now, 

'Tis what I want> and what they muft beftow. $50' 

Thus while in vaunting words the leader fpokej 
F.uU on his bark the thundering tempeft ftniek j 
Off rips the rending caQvas from the maft, 
And whirling flits before the driving blait j 
In every joint the groaning, alder founds, ^^g. 

And gapes, wide-opening with a thoufand wounds. 
Now, rifing all at once, and unconfin'd, 
From every quarter roars the ruihing wind : 
Firil from the wide Atlantic ocean*s bed, 
Tempeftuous Corus rear« his dreadf^ head ; . 860- 
Th* obedient deep his potent breath contrdls. 
And, mountain-high, the foamy flood he rolls* 
Him the north-eaft encountering fierce defy'd. 
And back rebuffeted the yielding tide* 
The curling furges loud confii^ng meet, 86^ 

Dafh their proud heads, and bellow as they beat j 
While piercing Boreas, from the Scythian ftrand. 
Plows up the waves, and fcoops the lowe^ fand. 
Nor Eurus then, I ween, was left to dwell, 
Nor fhowery iNotus in th' ^olian cell ; 870 

But each from every fide, his power to boafl, 
Rang'd his proud forces, to defend his coaft* 
Equal in might, alike they fbive in vain. 
While in the midft the feas unmov'd remain : ' 
In lefTer wars they yield to ftormy heaven, 875 

':aptive waves to other deeps are drives j 

The 
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The Tyrrhene billows daih ^gean ihores. 

And Adrla in the muCd Ionian roars. 

How rtien muft earth the fwelling ocean dread. 

When floods ran higher thap each mountain's head ! 880 

Subje6^ and law the trembling beldame lay. 

And gavie herfelf for loft, the conquering water's prey, s 

What other worlds, what feas unknown before. 

Then drove their billows on our beaten ihore ! 

What diftant deeps, their prodigies to boaft, 885. 

Heav'd their huge monfters on th' Aufonian coaft I 

So when avenging Jove long time had hurl'd. 

And tir'd his thunders on a hardenM world : 

New wrath, the god, new punifliment difplayM 

And caird his watery brother to his aid : Soo 

©flfendin^ earth to Neptune's lot he join'd. 

And bade his floods no longer ftand confln'd j 

At once the furges o'er the nations rife, -# 

And feas are only bounded by the ikies-. 

Such now the fpreading deluge had been (een, 8^5< 

Had not th' Almighty Ruler flood between 5 

Proud waves the cloud-compelling fire obey'd, 

Confefs*d hi& hand fupprefling, and were ftay'd. 

Nor was that gloom the common ftiade of night. 
The friendly darknefs, that relieves the light j 90a 
But fearful, black, and horrible to tell, 
A murky vapour breath'd from yawning hell x 
So thick the mingling feas and clouds were hung. 
Scarce could the ftruggling lightning gleam along. 
Through nature's frame the dire convulfion flruck, 905 
Heaven groan'd, the labouring pole and 2csl\%^oc^il •. 
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Uproar, and Chaos old, preyaird again» 

And broke the facred elemental chain : 

Black fiends, unhallowed, fought the bleft abodes^ 

ProfanM the day, and mingled with the gods. 9x9 

One only hope, when every other fail'd. 

With Caefar, and with nature's felf, prevailM $ 

The ftorm that fought their ruin, prov'd them ftrong» 

Nor could they fall, who ftood that fhock £0 long* 

High as Leucadia'^ leflening cliffs arife^ 9x5 

On the tall billow's top the veffel flies j 

While the pale mafter, from the furge's brow^ 

With giddy eyes funreys the depth below. 

When ftraight the gaping main at once divide89 

On nak«d fands the ruihing bark fubfides. 

And the low liquid vale the topmaft hides. 

The trembling ihipman, all diftraught with fear, 

Foiyets his courfe, and knows not how to fteer | 

No more the ufelefs rudder guides the prow. 

To meet the rolling fwell, or fliun the blow.. 915 

But, lo ! the Aorm itfelf ailiftance lends. 

While one afl'aults» another wave defends s 

This lays the fidelong alder on the main. 

And that reftores the leaning bark again. 

Obedient to the mighty winds /he plies, 93^ 

Now feeks the depths, and now invades the ikies j 

There born aloft, ftie apprehends no more. 

Or (hoaly Safon, or Thcfl'alia's fliorej 

High hills (he dreads, and promontories now. 

And fears to touch Ceraunia's airy brow. 935 

At length the univerfal wreck appeared, » 

To Capfar's fclf, ev'n worthy to be fear'd. 

Why 
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"Why all thcfe pains, this toil of fate (he cries) 

This labour of the feas, and earth, and ikies ? 

All nature and the gods, at once alarm'd, 940 

Againft my little boat and me are arm'd. 

If, oh ye Powers Divine J yonr will decrees 

The glory of my death to thefe rude feas j 

If warm, and in the fighting field to die, 

If that, my firft of wiflies, you denyj 945^ 

My foul DO longer at her lot repines. 

But yields to what your providence affigns. 

Though immature I end my glorious days. 

Cut ftiort my conqueft, and prevent new praife 5 

My life, already, Hands the nobleft theme, 9|o 

To fill long annals of recording fame. 

Far northern nations own me for their lord, 

And envious factions crouch beneath my fword j 

Inferior Pompey yields to me at home. 

And only fills, a fecond place in Rome. 955 

My country has my high behefts obeyM, 

And at my feet her laws obedient laid 5 

All fovereignty, all honours are my own, 

Conful, di^lator, I am all alone. 

But thoo, my only goddefs, and my friend. 

Thou, on whom all my fecret prayers attend. 

Conceal, oh Fortune ! this inglorious end. 

Let none on earth, let none befide thee, know 

I funk thus poorly to the (hades below. 

Difpofe, ye gods 1 my carcafe as you-pleaft, 965 

Deep let it drown beneath thefe raging feas j 

I aH^ no urn my aihes to infold. 

Nor marble monuments, nor ftviAtvt^ Qi ^^^ > 



I 



236 R O W IT'S FO E M S. 

Let but the world, lunknowing of my doom^ 
£xpe6l me iUllj and think I am to come ; 970 

So ihali my name with terror ftill be heard. 
And ray return in eveiy nation fear'd. 

He fpoke, and fudden, wondrous to behold. 
High on a tenth huge wave his bar-k was roll'd ; 
Nor funk again, alternate, as before, 975' 

But rufhing, lodg'd, and fix'd upon the (bore. 
'Kome and his fortune were at once reftorM, 
And eaith again receiv'^d him for her lord. 

Now, through the camp his late arrival told. 
The warriors croud, their leader to behold; 980- 

]ji tears, around, the murmuring legions ftand. 
And welcome him, with fond complaints, tx> land* 

What means too-daring Caviar (thus they ciy) 
To tempt the ruthlefs feas, and ftormy fky ? 
What a vile helplefs herd had we been left, 985- 

Of every hope at once in thee bereft ? 
While on thy life fo many thoufands wait, 
While nations live dependent on thy fate. 
While the whole world on thee, their head, rely, 
*Tis cruel in thee to confent to die. 990' 

And could'ft thou not one faithful foldier find, "% 
One equal to his mighty mafter^s mind, > 

One that deferv*d not to be left behind ? 3 

While tumbling billows toft thee on the main, 
We ilept at eafe, unknowing of thy pain. 995 

Were we the caufe, oh (hame ! unworthy we, 
That urg'd ihee on to bi-ave the raging fea ? 
It there a Have whofe head thou hold^ft fo light, 
mc him up to this tempeftuous night ? 

Whilt 
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^Vhile Cacfar, whom the (ubjeft earth obeys, loo*^ 

To feafons fiich as thefe, his facred felf betrays. 

Still wilt thou weary out indulgent heaven. 

And fcatter all the lavifti gods have giveii f 

Doft thou the care of providence employ. 

Only to faVe thee when the feas run high } loof^ 

Aufpicious Jove thy wifhes would promote j 

Thou alk'ft the fafety of a leaky boat : 

He proffers thee the world's fupreme command ; 

Thy hopes afpire no farther than to land, 

And caft thy (hipwreck on th' Hefperian flrand* 

In kind reproaches thus they wafte the night. 
Till the gray eaft difclos'd the breaking light t 
Serene the fuh his beamy face difplay'd, 
While the tir'd ftorra and weary waves were laid* 
Speedy the Latian chiefs unfurl their fails, 1015 

And catch the gently- rifing northern gales i 
In fair appearance the tall veflels glide. 
The pilots, and the wind, confpire to g^ide. 
And waft them fitly o'er the fmoother tide : 
Pecent they move, like fome weli-orderM band^ lOio 
In ranged battalions marching o'er the land. 
Night fell at length, the winds the fails forfook. 
And a dead calm the beauteous order broke. 
So when, from Strymon's wintery banks, the cranet. 
In feather'd legions, cut th' aethereal plains 5 1015. 
To warmer Nile they bend their airy way, 
FormM in long lines, and rank'd in juft array; 
But if fome ruHiing ftorm the journey croft^ 
Th^ wingy leaders all are at a lofs : 

^^-^ 
5 



} 



1 



9%t ROW E'S POEMS. 

Now clofe, now loofe, the breaking fquadrons fly, 1039 
And fcatter in confufion o'er the iky. 
The day returned, with Phoebus Aufter rofe. 
And hard upon the Araining canvas blows* 
Scudding afore him fwift the fleet he bore, 
O.'er-paffing LyfTus, to Nymphaum's fliore ; 
There fafe from northern windsj within the port tbey 
moor. ' 

While thus united Caefar's arms appear^ 
And fortune draws the great decifion near ; . 
Sad Pompey's foul uneafy thoughts infeft. 
And his Cornelia pains his anxious breaft* 10^ 

To diftant Le(bos fain he would remove. 
Far from the war, the partner of his love. 
Oh, who can fpeak, what numbers can reveal. 
The tendemefs, which pious lovers feel ? 
Who can their fecret pangs and forrows tell, 1045 

With all the croud of cares that in their bofoms dwell ? 
See what new pafllons now the hero knows, ' 
Now firft he doubts fuccefs, and feai*s his foes j 
Rome and the world he hazards in the ftrife. 
And gives up all to fortune, but his wife. xoj* 

Oft he prepares to (peak, but knows not how. 
Knows they muft part, but cannot bid her go j 
Defers the killing news with fond delay, 
Andj lingering, puts off Fate from day to day. 
The fleeting fhades began to leave the (ky, X^SS 

And flumber foft forfook the drooping eye : 
When, with fond arms, the fair Cornelia preft 
Her lord, reluftant, to her fnowy brcall ; 

Wonder- 
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Wondering, flic found he (hunnM her juft embrace. 
And felt wann tears upon his manly face. io$o 

Heart-wounded with the fudden woe, ihe grievM, 
And fcarce the weeping warrior yet believed. 
When, with a groan, thus he : My trueft wife^ 
To fay how much I love thee more than life. 
Poorly expreffes what my heart would ihow, S065 

Since life, alas t is grown my burden now $ 
That long, too long delayM, that dreadful doonf* 
That cruel parting hour at length is come. 
Fierce, haughty, and collected in his might. 
Advancing Caefar calls me to the fight. XC70 

Hade then, my gentle love, from wrar retreat j 
The Lefbian ifle attends thy peaceful feat z 
Nor feek, oh ! feek not to increafe my cares, 
Seek not to change my purpofe with thy prayers 5 
Myfelf, in vain, tlie fruitlefs fuit have tryM, 1075 
And my own pleading heart has been deny^d. 
Think not,, thy diftance will increafe thy fear ; 
Ruin, if jiiin comes, will foon be near. 
Too foon the fatal news (hall reach thy ear. 
Nor burns thy heart with juft and equal fires, >xo8o 
>Nor doft thou love^is virtue's law requires j 
If thofe foft «yes can ev'n thy hu(band bear. 
Red with the ftains of blood, and guilty war* 
When horrid trumpets found their dire alarms. 
Shall I indulge my forrows with thy charms. 
And rife to battle Arom thefe tender arms ? 
Thus mournful, from thee, rather let me go. 
And join thy abfence to the public woe* 

. 4 ^>^^ 
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But thou be hid, be fafe from crery fear. 
While kings and nations in deftni6^ion ihare : ic 
Shun thou the crulh of my impending ^te. 
Nor let it fall on thee with all its weight. 
Then if the gods my overthrow ordain^ 
And the fierce viftor chace me o*er the plain, 
Thmi (halt be left me ftill, my better part, t< 

To Tooth my cares, and heal my broken heart 3 
Thy open arms I fhall be fure to meet. 
And fly with pleafure to the dear retreat. 
> Stunn*d and aftonifh'd at the deadly ftroke, 
'All fcnfe, at firft, the matron fad forfook. n 

Motion, and life, and fpeech, at length returns. 
And thus in words of hcavieft woe flie mourns : 
No, Pompey ! 'tis not that my lord is dead, 
*Tis not the hand of fate has robb'd my bed j 
Sut like fome bafe plebeian I am curs*d, u 

And by my cruel hufband ftand divorc'd. 
But Cafar bids us part ! thy father comes ! 
And we muft yield to what that tyranf dooms ! 
Is thy Cornelia's faith fo poorly known. 
That thou (hould'ft think her fafer whilft alone? 
Are not our loves, our lives, our fortunes one ? 
Can ft tho«, inhuman, drive me from thy fide. 
And bid my fingle head the coming ftorm abide ? 
Do I not read thy purpofe in thy eye? 
Doft thou not hope, and wifh, ev'n now to die? 11 
And can I then be fafe ? Yet death is free. 
That laft relief is not deny'd to me j 
Though banifh'd by thy harfh command I go» 
Yet I will join thee in the realms below. 
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Thou bidft me with the pangs of abfence ftrive, xizo 
And, till I hear thy certain lof«, furvixe. . 
My vow'd obedience, what it can, ihall bear j 
But, oh ! my heart 's a woman, and I fear. 
If the good gods, indulgent to my prayer, 
Should make the laws of Rome, and thee, their care $ 
In diftant climes I may prolong my woe, X126 

And be the laft thy viftory to know. 
On fome bleak rock that frowns upon the deep, 
A conftant watch thy weeping wife fliall keep j 
There from each Tail misfortune fliall I guefs, 1130 
And dread the bark that bri/igs me thy fuccefs. 
Nor fliall thofe happier tidings end my fear. 
The vanquifli^d foe may bring new danger near | 
Defencelefs I may ftill be made a prize, 
And Caefar fnatch me with him, as he flies : f 135 

AVith eafe my known retreat he fliall explore; 
While thy great name diflinguiflies the fliope s 
Soon fliall the L^ian exile iland revealM, 
The wife of Pompey cannot live conceal'd. 
Bvt if th* o^er-rnling powers thy caufe foriake, xi40 
<^rant me this only laft requeft I make ; 
When thou flialt be of troops and friends bereft^ 
And wretched flight is all thy fafety left 5 
Oh I follow not the dilates of thy heart, 
JBut choofe a risfuge in fbme difl:ant part. 114.$ 

W^here-e'cr thy unaufpicious bark fliall fteer^/ 
Thy fad Cornelians liital fliore forbear. 
Since Caefar will be fore to feek thee there. 
So faying^ with a groan the matron fled, 
iAnd, wild with forrow, left her holy btd\ ^ -l-vs^ 
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She fees all lingering, all delays are vain. 
And ru flies headlong to poflefs the pain j 
Nor will the hurry of her griefs afford 
One laft embrace from her forfaken lord. 
Uncommon cruel was the fate, for two, 
Whofe lives had laded long, and been fo true. 
To lole the pleafure of one laft adieu. 
In all the woful days that crofs'd their blifs. 
Sure never hour was known fo fad as this | 
By what they fufFer*d now, inur'd to pain. 
They n^et all after-forrows with difdain. 
And fortune ihot her envious (hafts in vain. 

Low on the ground the fainting dame is laid $ 
Her train officious haften to her aid : 
Then gently rearing, with a careful hand, n 

Support her, ilow-defcending o'er the ftrand. 
There, while with eager arms Ihe grafp'd the fhore, 
Scarcely the mourner to the bark they bore. 
Not half this grief of heart, thefe pangs, (he knew^ 
When from her native Italy flic flew s n 

I,onely, and comfortlefs, flie ukes her flight. 
Sad feems the day, and long the fleeplefs night* 
In vain her maids the downy couch provide. 
She wants the tender partner of her fide. 
When weary oft in heavinefs flie lies, xi 

And dozy flumber fteals upon her eyes s 
Fain, with fond arms, her lord flie would hsre pre^ 
But weeps to find the pillow at her bieaft. 
Though raging in her veins a fever bums» 
Painful flie lies, and reftlefs oft flie tums. si 

S 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book V. 943 

She (huns his facred fide with awful fear. 

And would not be convinced he is not there. 

But, oh ! too foon the want ihall be fupplyM^ 

The gods too cruelly for that provide : 

Again, the circling hours bring back he^ lord, IXS5 

And Pompey fliail be fatally reitor^d* 
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T.k"E ARC UM E JJT. 

Caefar and Pompey lying now near Dyrrhachium, 
after feveral marches and counter-marches, the 
former with incredible diligence runs a vafl line, or 
work, round the camp of the latter. This, Pompey^ 
after fuflfering -for want of provifions, and a very 
gallant reilftance of Scxva, a centurion of Caefar^s, 
at length breaks through. After this^ Csefar makes 
another unfuccefsful attempt upon a. part of Pompey 's 
army, and then marches away into Theflaly : And 
Pompey, againft the perfuailon and counfel of his 
friends, fofiows him. After a defcription of the 
ancient inhabitants, the boundaries, the moun- 
tains, and rivers of Theflaly j the poet takes oc- 
cafion, from this country being famous for witch- 
craft, to introduce Sextus Pompeius, inquiring the 
event of the civil war from the forcerefs Eridho. 

NO W, near cncamp'd, each on a neighbouriqg 
height. 
The Latian chiefs prepare for fudden fight* 
The rival pair feem hither brought by fate, "^ 

As if the gods would end the dire debate^ ^ 

And here determine of the Roman ftate. 3 

Csefar, intent upon his hoftile fon, ^ 

Demands aconqueft here, and here alone i 
Negle6ls what laurels captive towns muft yield^ 
And fcorns the harveH of the Giecian £eld« 
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Impatient he provokes the fatal day, ^ 

Ordained to give Rome's liberties away, L 

And leave the world the greedy vi6tor's prey. i 

Sager, that laft> great chance of war he waits, 

"yVhere either's fall determines both their fates* 

Thrice, on the hills, all drawn in dread aiTay, ij 

His threatening eagles wide their wings difplay; 

Thrice, but in vain, his hoftile arms he fliew'd. 

His ready rage, and thirft of Latian blood. 

But when he faw, how cautious Pompey's care, 

Safe in his camp, declined the profferM war j a<> 

Through woody paths he b6nt his fecrct way. 

And m<cant to make Dyrrhachium's towers his preyi 

This Pompey fawj and fwiftly fhot before. 

With fpecdy marches on the fandy fhore : 

Till on TauJantian Petfa's top- he ftay'd^v j'^ 

Sheltering the city with his timely aid* 

This place, nor walls, nor trenches deep can' boaftj 

The works of labour, and expenfive coft. 

Vain prodigality \ and labour vain I 

Loft is the lavifh'd wealth, and loft the fruitlefs pain 1 3% 

What walls, what towers foe'ep they rear fublimey 

Muft yield to wars, or more deftniftive time; 

And with her ftrength the naked town array 'd, ^ 

Shall ftand fceure againft the warrior's rage, 3S' 

Nor fear the ruinous decays of age. 
Guarded, around, by fteepy rocks it lies, 
A^id all accefs frpm land, but otve, ^^xv\^^% 



While fences like Dyrrhachium's fortrefs made. 
Where nature's hand the fure foundation laid. 
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No venturous veffel there in fafety rides, 
But foaming furges break> and fwelling tides 
Koll roaring on, and wa(h the craiggy fides : 
Or when contentious winds more rudely blow, ^ 

Then mounting o'er the topmaft cliff they flow, > 
Barft on the lofty domes^ and daih the town below. <3 
Here Csefar's daring heart vaft hopes conceives, 46 
And high with war*s vindictive pleafures heaves ; 
Much he revolves within his thoughtful mind. 
How, in this camp, the foe may be confined, 
With ample lines from hill to hill defign^d^ 
Secret and fvnft he means the tafk to try, 51 

And runs each diftance over with his eye. 
Vaft heaps of fod and verdant turf are brought. 
And ilones in deep laborious quarries wrought $ 
Each Grecian dwelling round the work fupplies^ 55 
And fudden ramparts from their ruins rife. 
With wondrous ftrength the ftable mound they rear, - 
Such as th' impetuous ram can never fear. 
Nor hoftile might overturn, nor forceful engine tear. 
Through hills, refiftlefs, Caefar plains his way, 60 
And makes the rough unequal rocks obey. 
Here deep, beneath, the gaping trenches l]e> 
There forts advance their airy turrets high. 
Around vaft trails of land the labours wind. 
Wide fields and forefts in the circle bind. 
And hold as in a toil the favage kind. 
Nor ev*n the foe too ftriClly pent remains. 
At large he forages upon the plains ; 
The vaft inclofure gives free leave around. 
Oft to decamp^ and ibift the ^^iou^ %tg>9Ad« 76 
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Here, from far fountains, ftreams their channels trace, * 

And, while they wander through the tedious fpace, 

Run many a mile their long extended race ; 

While fome, quite worn and weaiy of the way. 

Sink, and are loft before they reach the fea : 75 

Ev'n Caefar's felf, when through the works he gotf. 

Tires in the raidft, and ftops to take repofe. 

Let fame no more record the walls of Troy, 

Which gods alone could build, and gods deftroyj 

Nor let the Parthian wonder, to have fecn So 

The labours of the Babylonian queen : 

Behold this large, this fpacious tra6l of groun4! 

Like that, which Tigris or Orontes bound j 

Behold this land ! that majefty might bring. 

And form a kingdom for an eaftem king 5 

Behold a Latian chief this land inclofe, 

Amidft the tumult of impending foes : 

lie bade the walls arife, and as he bade they rcfe. 

But ah! vain pride of power! ah ! fruitlefs boaft! 

Ev'n thefe, thefe mighty labours are all loft ! 9* 

A force like this what barriers could withftand ? 

Seas muft have fied, and yielded to the land i 

The lovers fhores united might have ftood. 

Spite of the Hellefpont's oppoiing flood j 

While the ^gean and Ionian tide, 

Might meeting o'er the vanquilh'd Ifthmus ride, 

And Argive realms from Corinth's walls divide 5 

This power might change unwilling nature's face> 

Unfix each order, and remove each place. 
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Here, as if closM within a lift, the war lao. 

Does all its valiant combatants prepare ; 

Here ardent glows the blood, which fate ordains. 

To dye the Libyan and Emathian plains 5 

Here the whole rage of civil difcord join'd, 

Struggles for room,, and fcorns to be confinM. 105. 

Nor yet, while Caefar his firft labours try'd. 
The warlike toil by Pompey was defcry'd. 
So, in mid Sicily.''s delightful plain, 
Safe from the horrid found, the happy fwain 
Dreads not loud Scylla barking o'er the main* 
So, northern Britons never hear the roar m. 

Of feas, that break on the far Cantian fhore. 
Soon as the rifing ramparts hoftile height. 
And towers adv^incing, ftruck his anxious fight. 
Sudden from Petra's fafer camp he led, 1x5. 

And wide his legions on the hills difpread ^ 
So, Caefar, forc'd his numbers to extend. 
More feebly might each various ftrength defend. 
His camp far o'er the large inclofure reached, 
Andguardeil lines along the front were ftfctch'd j xio 
Far as Rome's diftance from Aricia's groves, 
(Aricia which the chafte Dianaloves) 
Far as from Rome old Tiber feeks the fea. 
Did he not wander in his winding way. 124. 

While yet no fignals for the fight prepare. 
Unbidden, fome the javelin dart from far. 
And, Ikirmifliing, provoke the lingering war. 
But deeper cnrcs the thoughtful chiefs diftrefs, 
And movej the foldiers ardour to reprefs. 
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Pompey, with fecrct anxious thought, beheld, 130' 
How trampling hoofs the rifing grafs repeird j 
Wafte lie the ruffet fields, the generous deed. 
Seeks on the naked foil, in vain, to feed : 
Loathing from racks of huiky ftraw he turns. 
And, pining, for the verdant pailure mourns. • 135.- 
No more his limbs their dying load fuftain^ 
Aiming a ftride, he falters in the ftrain. 
And finks a ruin on the withering plain : 
Dire maladies upon his vitals prey,- 
DiiTolve his frame, and melt the mafs away. j^- 

Thence deadly plague;? invade the lazy air, 
Heek to the clouds, and hang malignant there. 
From Nefis fuch, the Stygian vapours rife, 
And with contagion taint the purer flcies ; 
Such do Typhoeus' fteamy caves convey, 145. 

And breathe blue poifons on the golden day* 
Thence liquid flreams the mingling plague receive^ 
And deadly potions to the thirfty give : 
To man the mifchief fpreads, the fell difeafe 
In fatal draughts does on his entrails feize. 150 

^ A rugged fcurf, all loathfom to be feen, 
Spreads, like a bark, upon his filken fkin ; 
Malignant fiames his fwelling eye-balls dart, 
And feem with anguifii from their feats to ftart j 
Fires o'er his glowing cheeks and vifage ftray, j^$^. 
And mark, in crimfon (braks, their burning way 3 
Low droops his head, declining from its height^. 
And nods, and totters with the fatal weight. 
With winged haftc the fwift deftruftion ^vt%^ 
And fcurcc tfae -fbldier fick^ns ere Vie ^i^si^ \ "^^^ 
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Now falling crouds at once refign their breath. 

And doubly taint the noxious air with death. 

Carelefs their putrid carcafes are fpread 5 '"j 

And on the earth, their dank unwholfome bed, C 

The living reft in common with the dead. j 

Here none the laft funereal rites receive 5 

To be caft forth the camp, is all their friends can give. 

At length kind heaven their forrows bade to ceafe. 

And ftaid the peftilential foe^s increafe i 

Frefh breezes from, the fea begin to rife. 

While Boreas through the lazy vapour flies. 

And fweeps, with healthy wings, the rank polluted 

ikies. 
Arriving veflels now their freight unload, 
. And furniih plenteous harvefts from abroad : 
Now fprightly ftrength,now chearful health,retums, 175 
And life's fair lamp, rekindled, brightly burns. 
But Caefar, unconfin'd, and camp'd on high^ 
Feels not the mifchief of the fluggifh Iky : 
On hills fublime he breathes the purer air. 
And drinks no damps, nor poifonous vapours, there. x8« 
Yet hunger keen an equal plague is found ; 
Famine and meagre want befiege him round : 
The fields, as yet, no hopes of harveft wear. 
Nor yellow ftems difclofe the bearded ear. 
The fcatter'd vulgar fearch around the fields, 1S5 

And pluck whatever the doubtful herbage yields 5 
Some ftrip the trees in every neighbouring wood. 
And with the cattle (hare their grafly food. 
Whatever the foftening flame can pliant make. 
Whatever the teeth, or labgunng \^mi*» t«sk\iiwa.V.\ v^ 
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What flefh, what roots, what herbs foe'er they get, " 

Though new, and ftrange to human tafte as ytt, 

At once the greedy foldiers ieize and eat. 

What want, what pain foe'er they undergo. 

Still they perilft in arms, and clofe befet the foe. 195 

At length, impatient longer to be held 
Within the bounds of one appointed field. 
O'er every bar which naight his pafiage ftay, 
Pompey refolves to force his warlike way f 
Wide o'er the world the ranging war to lead, 20m 

And give hi» loofen'd legions room to fpread. 
Nor takes he mean advantage from the night. 
Nor fteals a paflage, nor declines the fight j • 
But bravely dares, difdainful of the foe. 
Through the proud towers and ramparts breach to go, ^05 
Where fliining fpears, and crefted helms are feen. 
Embattled thick to guard the walls within j 
Where all things death, where ruin all afford^ 
There Pompey marks a paflage for his fword. 
Near to the camp a woody thicket lay, 
Clpfe was the fhade, nor didthei greenfward way, 
With fmoky clouds of dull, the march betray. 
Hence, fudden they appear in dread array. 
Sudden their wide-extended ranks difplay ; 
At once the foe beholds with wondering eyes. 
Where on broad wings Pompeian eagles rife j 
At once the warriors fliouts and tnunpet-founds 

fut|>nfe. 
Scarce was the fword's deftru6^on needful here, 
So.fwiftly ran before preventing feai- 1. 
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Some fled amaz'd, while vainly valiant fome 2i» 

Stood, but to meet in arms a nobler doom. 
Where-e'er they ftood, now fcatter'd lie the ilain. 
Scarce yet a few for coming deaths remain^ 
And clouds of flying javelins fall in vain. 
Here fwift confuming flames the viftors throw, 225 
And here the ram impetuous aims a blowj 
Aloft the nodding turrets feel the ftroke. 
And the vaft rampart groans beneath the fhock. 
And now propitious fortune feem'd to doom 
Freedom and peace, to Pompey, and to Rome j 235 
High o'er the vanquifli'd works his eagles tower. 
And vindicate the world from Caefar's power. * 
But (what nor Caefar, nor his fortune cou'd) 
What not ten thoufand warlike hands withftood, 
Scaevarefifts alone j repels the force, 235- 

And flops the rapid vi6lor in his courfe. 
Scaeva ! a name erewhile to fame unknown, 
And firft diftinguifliM on the Gallic Rhone j 
There feen in haj-dy deeds of arms to ihine, 
He reached the honours of the Latian vine. 340 

Daring and bold, and ever prone to ilf, 
Inur'd to blood, and a6liv€ to fulfil 
The di6lates of a lawlefs tyrant's will ; 
Nor virtue's love, nor reafon's laws he knew. 
But, cartlefs of the right, fcr hire his fword he drew. 2J^^- 
Thus courage by an impious caufe is curft, 
And he that is the brai^ft, is the worfti 
Soon as he faw his fellows fliun the fight, 
jAnd feck their fafety in ignoble flight. 
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Whence does, he faid, this coward's terror grow, 9^0 

This fhamt, unknown to Caefar's arms till now ? 

Can you, ye flavifh herd, thus tamely yield ? 

Thus fly, unwounded, from the bloody -field ? 

Behold, where pil'd in flaughterM heap« on high, 

Firih to the laft, your brave companions lie ; 25^ 

Then bluih to think what wretched lives you (ave^ 

From what renown you fly, from what a glorious grave* 

Though facred fame, though virtue yield te iJear, 

Let rage, let indignation, keep you. here. 

We ! we the weakeft, from the reft are chofe, a^ij 

To yield a pafTage to our fcornful foes 1 

Yet, Pompey, yet, thou fiialt be yet withflood* 

And ftain thy viftor'« laurel de^p in blood. 

With pride, *tis true, with joy I fliould have dy*df 

If haply I had fallen- by eaefar-s Me j 

But fortune has the noble death deny^d. 

Then Pompey, thou, thuu on my fame fhalt wmt^ 

Do thou be witnefs, and applaud my fate. 

Now puflb we on, dildain we now to fear, 

A thoufand wounds let every bofom bear. 

Till the keen fword he blunt, be broke the pointed 

ipear. 
And fee the clouds of dufty battle rife ! 
Hark how the (hout runs rattling through the fkies ! 
The difl:ant legions catch the founds from far. 
And Ctefar liftens to the thundering war, 27 j 

He comes, he comes, yet ere his foldier dies, 
lAkc lightning fwift the winged warrior iflies ^ 
Hafte then to death, to conqueft hafte away^ 
Wfll do we fall^ for Csfar win« t]x<& da^^ 
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He fpoke, and ftraight» as at the trumpet^s (bund, %%% 
Kekindled warmth in every breaft was found $ 
Rccaird from flight, the youth admiring wait. 
To mark their daring fellow-^oldier's fate. 
To fee if haply virtue might prevail. 
And, ev'n beyond their hopes, do more than greatly fall. 
High on the tottering wall he rears his head, %%$ 
With flaughter*d carcafes around him fpread $ 
With nervous arms uplifting thcfe he throws, 
Thefe rolls opprefllve, on afcending foes« 
Each where materials for his fury lie, %^ 

And all the ready ruins arms fupply : 
Even bis fierce felf he feems to aim lylow. 
Headlong to ikoot, and dying dart a blow. 
Now his tough ftafF repels the fierce attack. 
And tumbling, drives the bold aflailants back : 295 
Now heads, now hands he lopsj the carcafe falls, 
Whilftthe clenchM fingers gripe the topmoft walls s 
Here flones he heaves ; the mafs defcending full, 
Cruihes the brain, and ihivers the frail fcull. %^ 

Here burning pitchy brands he whirls around j 
InfixM, the flames hifs in the liquid wound. 
Deep drench'd in death, in flowing crimfon drownV 
And now the fwelling heaps of flaughter^d foes. 
Sublime and equal to the fortrefs rofe i 
Whence, forward, with a leap, at once he fprung, 3*5 
And (hot himfelf amidft the hoftile throng. 
So daring, fierce with rage, fo void of fear. 
Bounds forth the fpotted pard, and fcoms the hiinto*t 
fpear. 

Thft 
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The cloiing ranks the warrior ftraight enfold. 

And, compaTsM in their fteely circle, hold. 3x# 

Undaunted ftill, around the ring he roams. 

Fights here and there, and every where overcomes 5 

Till, cloggM with blood, his fword obeys but ill 

The di6^ates of its vengeful matter's will 5 

Edgelefs it falls, and though it pierce no more, 315 

Still breaks the batterM bones, and bniifes forv. 

Mean time, on him, the crouding war is bent, 

And darts from every hand, to him arc fcnt i 

It look'd as fortune did in odds delight. 

And had in cruel fport ordain*d the fight ; ^iM 

A wondrous match of war ihe feem'd to make. 

Her thoufands here, and there her one to ftake $ 

As if on nightly terms in lifts they ran. 

And armies were but equal to the man. 

A thoufand darts upon his buckler ring, 3s J 

A thoufand javelins round his temples iing 3 

Hard bearing on his head, with many a blow^ 

His fteely helm is inward taught to bow. 

The miflive arms, fixM all around, he wears^ 

And ev*n his fafety in his wounds he bears, 

Fenced with a fatal wood, a deadly grove of ijpeurt. 

Ceafe, ye Pompeian warriors I ceafe the ftrife. 

Nor, vainly, thus attempt this iingle life s 

Your darts, your idle javelins caft afide. 

And other arms for Scaeva^s death provide s 335 

The forceful rams refifllefs honns prepare, 

With all the ponderoiis raft jnacbinet of wars 

Let 
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Let dreadful flamesj let maiTy rocks be thrown, - 
With engines thunder on, and break him down. 
And win this Caefar^s foldier^ like a town. 
At lengthy his fate difdaining to delay, 34.1 

He hurls his ihield's negleftcd aid away, 
Kefolves no pfurt whatever from death to hide» 
]&ut Hands i^nguarded now on every fide. 
Incumber^ fore with many a painful wound, 345 

Tardy and ftiif he treads the hoflile round $ 
Gloomy and £erce his eyes the croud furvey, 
"Mack where toiix, ^nd fingle out the prey. 
:\.Such, by GetuUan hunters compafsM in« 
The vaft unwieldy elephant is feen : 350 

All coyerM with a fteely fhower from far, 
Rouzing he fhakes, and flieds the fcatter'd war $ 
In vain the diftant troops the fight renew, 
'And with frefh rage the ilubborn foe purfue ^ 
Unconquer'd flill the mighty favage ftands, 3C5 

And fcQrns the malice of a thoufand hands, 
^ot all the wounds a thoufand darts can make. 
Though all find place, a fmgle life can take. 
When lo ! addreft with fome fuccefsful vow, 
A. fhaft, fure flying from a Cretan bow, 360 

beneath ±he warrior's brow was feen to light. 
And funk, deep piercing the left orb of fight. 
£ut he (fo rage infpirM, and mad dlf^ain} 
Remorfelefs fejl, and fenfelefs of the pain, 364 

Tore forth the bearded arrow from the wound, -j 

With ftringy nerves befmcar'd and wrappM around, ^ 
■And ftamp'd the gory jelly on the ground, ^ 

5 So 
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iinnonlan woods the growling bear, 
jc'd, grows fiercer for the hunter's fpear, 
n her wound, runs madding round with pain, 
iches at the flying fliaft in vain, 
rom his eyelefs hollow ran the blood, 
leous o'er his mangled vifage flowed i 
d each awful, each.feverer grace, 
r-d the manly terrors of his face. 375 

tors raife their joyful voices high, 
th loud triumph (Irike the vaulted- (ky : 
.ar thus a general joy had fpread^ 
Caefai*s felf like Scaeva thus had bled. 
;, the wounded Ibldier, in his breaft, -•; 

ig indignation deep repreft, >' 

s, in humble vein, his haughty foes addreft : ^ 
your rage, ye Romans, ceafe, he faid, 
d your fellow-citizen your aid 5 
5 your darts nor ufelefs javelins try 
which I bear, will deaths enow fupply, 
rth your weapons, and behold I die. 
T bear me hence, and let me meet 
m beneath the mighty Pompey's feet : 
great, 'twere brave, to fall in arras, 'tis true, 
nounce that glorious fate for you. 
uld I yet prolong this vital breath, 
it even Caefar, fo 1 fly from death, 
vrc^ched Aulus liftenM to the wile, 
111 greedy of the future fpoil j 355 

!ng fondly on, with heedlels eafe, 
^ht the captive and his arms to feize^ 

S When, 
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When, ere he was aware, his thundering fword 
Deep in his throat the ready Scacva gorM. 
Warm'd with the llaughter, with frefh rage he bums> 
And vigour with the new fuccefs returns. 
So may they fall (he faid) by juft deceit. 
Such be their fate, fuch as this fool has met. 
Who dare believe that I am vanquifh'd yet ! 
If you would ftop the vengeance of tay fword. 
From Caefar's mercy be your peace impIorM, 
There let your leader kneel, and humbly own his lord. 
Me I could you meanly dare to fancy, me 
Bafe, like yourielves, and fond of life to be ! 
But know, not all the names which grace your caufe. 
Your reverend fcnate, and your boafted laws. 
Not Pompcy's felf, not all for which you fear. 
Were e'er to you, like death to Scasva, dear. 
Thus while he fpoke, a rifing duft betray'd 
Caefarian legions marching to bis aid. 415 

Now Pompey's troops with prudence feem to yield. 
And to increafmg numbers quit the field 3 
PifTembling ihame, they hide their foul defeat. 
Nor vanquifliM by a fingle arm retreat. 
Then fell the warrior, for till then he ftood ; 42* 

His manly mind fupply'd the want of blood. 
It feem^d as rage bad kindled life anew. 
And courage to oppofe, from oppo£tion grew. 
But now, when none w*re left him to repel, 
J'ainting for want of foes, the viftor fell. 415 

Straight with officious hafle his friends draw near, 
nd, railing, joy Hkt noble load to bear : 

T# 
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To reverence and religious awe inclinM, i^ 

Admiring, they adore his mighty mind, > 

That god within his mangled breaft inihrinM. ' 

The wounding weapons, ilainM with Scasva's blood. 

Like facred relics to the gods are vow*d : 

Forth are they drawn from every part with care. 

And kept to drefs the naked God of War. 

Oh ! happy foldier, had thy worth been try'd. 

In pious daring, on thy country's fide ! 

Oh ! had thy fword Iberian battles known. 

Or purple with Cantabrian flaughter grown 5 

How had thy name in deathlefs annals /hone 1 

But now no Roman Paean /halt thou fing, 440 

Nor peaceful triumphs to thy country bring. 

Nor loudly bleft in folemn pomp /halt move, 'j 

Through crouding ftreets, to Capitolian Jove, ^ 

The laws defender, iand the people's love : ^ 

Oh, haplefs vi£lor thou 1 oh, vainly brav« ! 445 

How haft thou fought, to make thyfelf a (lave 1 

Nor Pompey, thus repuls'd, the fight declines. 
Nor refts cncorapafs'd round by Caefar's lines 5 
Once more he means to force his warlike way. 
And yet retrieve the fortune of the day. 450 

So when fierce winds with angry ocean ftrive. 
Full on the beach the beating billows drive 5 
Stable awhile the lofty mounds abide. 
Check the proud Airge, and ftay the fwelling tide : 
Yet reftlefs ftill the waves unweary'd roll, 455 

Work underneath at length, and fap thelfinking moU. 
With force renew'd the baffltd M<faYt\oi\it.TA»» 
Where to the ihorc the jutting nv?i\\ cxXctv^* \ tVlv 
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There proves, by land and fea, his various might. 

And wins his pafTage by the double fight. jfio 

Wiflc o'er the plains difFus'd his legions range. 

And their dole camp for freer fields exchange. 

bo, rais'd by melting ftreams of Alpine fnowy -^ 

Beyond his iitmoft margin fwells the Po, C 

And loofely lets the fpreading deluge flows 3 

"Where -e'er the weaker banks oppreft retreat. 

And link beneath the heapy waters weight. 

Forth gufhing at the breach, they burft their way. 

And waftcful o'er the drowned country ftray : 

Far dilbnt fields and meads they wander o'er, 470 

And vifit lands they never knew before 5 

Here, from its feat the mouldering earth is torn. 

And by the flood to other mafters borne 5 

While gathering, there, it heaps the growing foil. 

And loads. the peafant with his neighbour's fpoil. 475 

Soon as afcending high, a rifing fiame, 
To Caefur's fight, the combat's fignal, came. 
Swift to the place approaching near, he found 
The ruin fcatter'd by the vi£lor round. 
And his proud labours humbled to the ground. 
Thence to the hoftile camp his eyes he turns, 
Where for their peace, ard deep fecure, he mourns. 
With rancorous defpite, and envious anguifli', bums. 
At length rrfolv'd (fo rage infpir'd his bread) 
He means to break tlie happy vigor's reft j 48 j 

Once more to kindle up the fatal ft rife. 
And dafli their joys with hazard of his life. 
Straight to Torquatus fierce he bends his way, 
(Torquatus near a ncighbtiiring caftlc lay) 
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But he, by prudent caution taught to yield, 490 

Tnifts to his walls, and quits the open field ; 

There, fafe within himfelf, he ftands his ground. 

And lines the guarded rampart ftrongly round. 

So when the feamen from afar defcry 

The clouds grow blajck upon the lowering fky, 

Hear the winds roar, and mark the feas run high, 

They furl the fluttering flieet with timely care, 

And wifely for the coming ftorm prepare. 

But now the vi6lor, with refiftlefs hafte. 

Proud o'er the ramparts of the fort Kad paft j 500 

When fwift defcending from the rifing grounds, 

Pompcy with lengthening files the foe fuirounds.. * 

As when in -Etna's hollow caves below, 

Round the vaft furnace kindling whirlwinds blow 5 

Rouz'd in his baleful bower the giant roars, 505 

And with a burft the burning deluge pours j 

Then pale with horror flirieks the fhuddering fwain, . 

To fee the fiery ruin fpread the plain. 

Nor with lefs horror Cajfar's bands behold 

Huge hoftile dufty clouds their rear infold 5 510 

Unknowing whom to meet, or whom to fhun. 

Blind with their fear, full on their fates they run. 

Well, on that day, the world repofe had gain'd. 

And bold rebellion's blood had all been drainM, 

Had not the pious chief the rage of war reftrain'd. 

Oh, Rome ! how free, how happy hadft thou been \ 

Thy own great ^niftrefs, and the nations queen I 

Had Sylla, then, thy great avenger ftood, 

And dy'd his thirfty fword in truitors blood. • 

S 3 Bu 
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But, oh ! for ever (halt thou now bemoan 

The two extremes, by which thou wert undone^ 

The ruthlefs father, and too tender fon. 

With fatal pity, Porapey, haft thou fpar'd. 

And given the blackeft crime the bcft reward : 

How had that one, one happy day, withheld 515 

The blood of Utica, and Munda's field ! 

The Pharian Nile had known no crime more great 

Than fome vile Ptolemy's untimely fate 5 

Nor Afric, thdn, nor Juba, had bemoanM, 

Nor Scipio's blood the Punic ghofts aton'd 5 530k 

Cato had, for his country's good, furviv'd^ 

And long in peace a hoaiy patriot liv'd j 

Rome had not worn a tyrant's hated chain. 

And Fate had undecrecd Pharfalia's plain. 

But Cxfer, weary of th' unlucky land, ^ j^ 

Swift to j^mathia leads his ihatter'd band ; 
While Pompey's wary friends, with caution wile. 
To quit the baffled foe's purfuit advife. 
To Italy they point his open way. 
And bid him make the willing land his prey. ^^^ 

Oh ! never, (he replies) fhall Pompey come. 
Like Ciefar arm'd, and terrible to Rome ; 
Nor need I from thofe facred walls have fled. 
Could I have borne our ftreets with flaughter red. 
And feen the Forum pil'd with heaps of dead. 
Much rather let me pine in Scythia's frbft. 
Or burn on fwartliy Libya's fultry coaft 5 
No clime, no diftant region, is too far. 
Where I can banifh* with me, fatal war. 
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I fled, to bid my cquntry's forrows ceafe 5 550 

And fliall my viftories invade her peace ? 
1-et her but fafe and free from arras remain^ 
And Caefar ftili ihall think fhe wears his chain. 

He fpoke, and eaftward fought the foreft wide. 
That rifing clothes Candavia's ihady fide ; 555 

Thence to -^mathia took his deftin^d way, 
RefervM by fate for the deciding day. 

Where Eurus blows, and wintery funs arife, 
Theflalia's boundary proud Oifa lies 5 
But when the god protracts the longer day, 560 

Pelion's broad back receives the dawning ray. 
Where through the Lion's fiery fign he flies, 
Othrys his leafy groves for fliades fupplies. 
On J>indus ftrikes the fady weftern light. 
When glittering Vcfper leads the ftarry night. 565 
Northward, Olympus hides the lamps, that roll 
Their paler fires around the frozen pole. 
The middle fpace, a valley low deprcfsM, 
Once a wide, lazy, (landing lake poflefsM ; 
While growing ftill the heapy waters flood, 570 

Nor down through Tempe ran the rufliing flood ; 
But when Alcides to the taflt apply*d. 
And cleft a paflage tlirough the mountains wide j 
Guftiing at once the thundering torrent flow'd. 
While Nereus groan'd beneath th' inereafing load. 575 
Then rofe (oh, that it ftill a lake had lain 1) 
Above the waves Pharfalia's fatal plain. 
Once fubjeft to the great Achilles* reign. 
Then Phylace was built, whofe warriors boaft 
Their chief firft landed on the Trojan coaftj 583 

S 4. Then 
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Then Pteleos ran her circling wall around. 
And Dorion, for the Mufes' wrath renown'd : 
Then Trachin high, and Meliboea ftood. 
Where Hercules his fatal Ihafts beftbw'd 5 
Lariffa ftrong arofe, and Argos, now 
A plain, fubmitted to the labouring plow. 
Here ftood the town, if there be truth in f^jncp 
That from Boeotian Thebes received its name. 
Here fad Agave's wandering fenfe retu'm'd; 
Here for her murder'd fon the mother mourn'd j 
With ftreamihg tears (he wafliM his ghaftly head 
And on the funeral pile the precious relick laid. 

The gufhing waters various foon divide. 
And every river rules a feparate tide ; 
The narrow ^as runs a limpid flood, 
Evenos blufhes with the Centaur's blood 5 
That gently mingles with th' Ionian fea. 
While this, through Calydonia, cuts his wayv. 
Slowly fair lo's aged father falls. 
And in hoarfe murmurs his loft daughter calls. 
Thick Acheloijs rolls his troubled waves. 
And heavily the neighbour iflcs he laves; 
While pure Amphryfus winds along the mead. 
Where Phoebus once was wont his flocks to feed 
Oft on the banks he fat a fhepherd fwain, 
And watchM his charge upon the grafly plain. 
Swift to the main his courfe Sperchios bends. 
And,, founding, to the Malian £;ulph dcfcends. 
No breezy air near calm Anauros flies, 
Ko dewy mifts, nor fleecy clouds ?Mc, 
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Here Phoenix, Melas, and Afopus run, 

And ftrong Apidanus drives flow Enipeus on, 

A thoufand little brooks, unknown to fame. 

Are mixM, and loll in Peneus' nobler name : 

Bold Titarefus fcorns his rule, albne, 615 

And, join'd to Peneus, ftill hJmfelf is known: 

As o'er the land his haughty waters glide. 

And roll, unmingling, a fuperior tide. 

'Tis faid^ through fecret channel&^ winding forth. 

Deep as from Styx he takes his hallow'd birth : 62© 

Thence, proud to be rever?d by gods on hi^hj 

He fcorns to mingle with a mean ally. 

When rifing grounds mirear'd at length their heads. 
And rivers fhrunk within their oozy beds j 
Bebrycians firft are faid, with early care, 625 

In furrows deep to fink the fliining (hare. 
The Lelegiana next, with equal toil, 
And Dolopes, invade the mellow foil.. 
To thefe the bold ^olidae fuccced, 
Magnetes, taught to rein the fiery ileed, 
And Minyaey^to explore the deep, decreed." 
Here pregnant by Ixion's bold embrace. 
The mother Cloud difclos'd the Centaurs'* race : 
In Pelethronian caves flie brought them forth, 
And fill'd the land with many a monftrous birth. 635 
Here dreadful Monychus fir(t faw the lights 
And prov'd on Pholoe's r^niding rocks his might; 
Here talleft trees uprooting Rhoecus bore, 
Which baffled ftorms had try'd in vain before; ' 
Here Pholus, of a gentler human bread, ^40 

ReccivM the great Alcides for U'\s ^\i^^. 
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Here, with brute- fury, luftful Neflus try'd ^ 

To violate the hero's beauteous bride, i 

'Tis juftly by the fatal ihaft he dyM. J 

This parent land the pious leach cdnfeft^ 645 

Chiron, of all the double race the beft : 
*MidIl golden ftars he ftands refulgent nowr. 
And threats the fcorpion with his bended bow. 
Here love of arms and battle reignM of old. 
And formed the firft Theflalians fierce and bold : 650 
Here, from rude rocks, at Neptune's potent ftroke. 
Omen of war, the neighing courfer broke j 
Here, taught by fkilful riders to fubmit, 1 

He champM indignant on the foamy bit. 
From fair Thefl'alia's PegafiRm Ihore, 
The firft bold pine the daring warriors bore. 
And taught the fons of earth wide oceans to explore. 
Here, when Itonus held the regal feat, 
Hie ftubbom fteel he firft fubdued with heat. 
And the tough bars on founding anvils, beat ; 
In furnaces he ran the liquid brafs, 
And caft in curious works the molten mafs. 
He taught the ruder artift to refine. 
Explored the filver and the golden mine. 
And ftamp'd the coftly metal into coin. 
From that old xra avarice was known. 
Then all the deadly feeds of war were fown ; 
Wide o'er the world, by tale, the mifchief ran. 
And thofe curft pieces were the bane of man. 
Huge Python, here, in many a fcaly fold, S^# 

To Cyrrha'8 cave a length enormous roU'd : 

5 Hencet 
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, Pythian games the hardy Greeks renown, ^ 

aurel wreaths the joyful viftor crown. 

prond Alaeus durft the gods defy, 

aught his impious brood to fcale the iky ; ^75 

; mountains pil'd on mountains interfere 

heaven's bright orbs, and ftop the circling fpherc* 

this curft land, by Fate's appointed doom, 

one confent the warring leaders come ; 

camps ai-e fix'd, and now the vulgar fear, 680 

; the terrible event £b near. 

', and but a few, with fouls ferene, 

the difclofing ef the dubious fcene» 

extus, mix'd among the vulgar herd, 

hem was anxious, and unmanly fear'd : 685 

ith unworthy of the hero's race, 

torn to be his nobler fire's difgrace. 

ay ihall come, when this inglorious fon 

lain the trophies all by Pompey won : 

f, and fpoiler, fhall he live confefs'd, 6^ 

61 thofe wrongs his father's arm redrefs'd. 

with a coward's fond impatience now, 

es into that fate he fears to know 5 

eks he, with religious vows, to move 

•elphic Tripod, or Dodonian Jove 5 6^^ 

eftly Augur's arts employs his car^s, 

abylonian feers, who read the ftars j 

: by fibres, birds^ or lightning's fires, 

ly juft, though fecret, rites inquires j 

•rrid altars, and infernal powers, 

lyfteries of magic he explores, 

s high heaven axui gracious Jove abhors. 

He 
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He thinksy *tis little tbofe above can know. 
And feeks accurft-aflifbmce from below. 
The place itfelf the impious means fupplies, 705 

While near Hsmonian hags incamp'd he lies : 
All dreadful deeds, all monftrous forms of old. 
By fear invented, and by falfehood told. 
Whatever tranfcends belief, and reafon^s view. 
Their art can fumiih, and their power makes true. 710 

The pregnant fields a horrid crop produce. 
Noxious, and fit for witchcraft^s deadly ufe : 
With baleful weeds each mountaili^s brow is- hung^ 
And liftening rocks attend the charmer's fong. 
There, potent and myfterious plants arife, ^ 715 

Plants that compel the gods, and awe the ikies j 
There, leaves unfolded to Medea's view. 
Such as her native Colchos never knew. 
Soon as the dread Hxmonian voice afccnds. 
Through the whole vail expani'e, each power attends ; 
Ev'n all thofe fuUen deities, who know 
No care of heaven above, or eaith below. 
Hear and obey. Th' Afiyrian then, in vain. 
And Memphian priefts, their local gods detain j 
From every altar loofe at once they fly, 715 

And with the flronger foreign call comply. 

The coldeft hearts Theflali.in numbers warm. 
And ruthlefs bofoms own the potent charm 5 
With monftrous power they rouze perverle defire. 
And kindle into luft the winter}' fire ; 730 

Where noxious cups, and poifonous philtres fail, 
More potent f|>clls and myltic vcjfc prevail. 

Ni 
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'No draughts fo ftrong the knots of love prepare, 
Cropt from her younglings by the parent mare. 
Oft, fuUen bridegrooms, who unkindly fled 73,5 

From blooming beauty, and the genial bed, 
Melt, as the thread runs on, and fighing, feel 
The giddy whirling of the magic wheel. 
Whene'er the proud inchantrefs gives command, 
Eternal motion ftops her aftive hand 5 740 

No more heaven's rapid circles jouniey on. 
But univerfal nature ftands foredone : 
The lazy god of day forgets to rife. 
And everlafting night pollutes the fkies. 
Jove wonders, to behold her (hake the pole, 745 

And, unconfenting, hear« his thunders roll. 
Now, with a word, /he hides the fun's bright face. 
And blots the wide aethereal azure fpace : 
Loofely, anon, ihe (hakes her flowing hair. 
And ftraight the fliorray lowering heavens are fair : ^50 
At once, ihe calls the golden light again. 
The clouds fly fwift away, and ftops the drizly rain. 
In ftilleft calms, flie bids the waves run high. 
And fmooths the deep, though Boreas fliakes the fky; 
When winds are hufli'd, her potent breath prevails, 755 
Wafts on the bark, and Alls the flagging fails. 
Streams have run back at murmurs of her tongue. 
And torrents from the rock fufpended hung. 
No more the Nile his wonted feafons knows, ■ 
And in a line the ftraight Maeander flows. 760 

Arar has rufli'd with headlong waters down. 
And driven unwillingly the iluggiih Rhone. 
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Huge mountains have been IcvtVd with the plaiOf 

And far from heaven has tall Oljrrapus lain. 

Kiphsan cryftal has been known to melt, 7^} 

And Scythian fnows a fudden futnmer felt. 

Ho longer preft by Cynthia^« moifter beam, 

A^ltemate Tethys heaves her fwelling ftream | 

By charms forbid, her tides revolve no more. 

But (hun the margin of the guarded fliore. 77f 

The ponderous earth, by magic numbers ftnickf 

X>own to her inmoft centre deep has fliook $ 

Then rending with a yawn, at once made way, I 

To join the upper, and the nether day j 

•While wondering eyes, the dreadful cleft between, 775 

Another ftarry firmament have feen. 

Each deadly kind, by nature formed to kill. 

Fear the dire hagH, and execute their will. 

Lions, to them, their nobler rage fubmit. 

And fawning tigers couch beneath their -feet ^ jto 

For them, the fnake foregoes her wintery hold. 

And on the hoary froft untwines her fold : 

Tlie poifonous race they ftrike with ftronger death. 

And blafted vipers die by human breath. 

What law the heavenly natures thus conftndnt, 7S5 
And binds cv*n godheads in reflftlefs chains f 
What wondrous power do charms and herbs imply. 
And force them thus to follow, -and to iiy^ 
What is it can command ^hem to obey ? 
Does choice incline, or awful terror fway ? jfo 

Do fccret rites their deities atone. 
Or myftic piety to man unknown? 

Do 
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Do ftrong enchantments all immortals brave? 

Or is there one determin'd god their flave ? 

One, wbofe command obedient nature awes^ 

Who, fubjeft ftill himfelf to magic laws, 

Afts only as a fervile fecond caufe ? 

Magic the ftarry lamps from heaven can tear. 

And flioot them gleaming through the dutky air; 

Can blot fair Cynthia^s countenance ferene, S09 

And poifon with foul fpells the filver queen i 

Now pale the ghaftly goddefs (brinks with dread. 

And now black fmoky fires involve her head ; 

As when earth's envious interpofing fhade. 

Cuts off her beamy brother from her aid : 805 

Held by the charming fong, fhe ftrives in vain. 

And labours with the long purfuing pain ; 

Till down, and downward flill, compellM to come. 

On hallow'd herbs ihe iheds her fatal foam. 

But thefe, as arts too gentle, and too good, 
Nor yet with death, or guilt enough embrued. 
With haughty fcorn the fierce Eriftho view'd. 
New mifchief (he, new monfters durft explere. 
And dealt in horrors never known before. 
From towns and hofpitable roofs (he flies, S15 

And every dwelling of mankind defies i 
Through unfrequented deferts lonely roams, 
Drives out the dead, and dwells within their tombs. 
Spite of all laws, which heaven or nature know. 
The rule of gods above, and man below j 820 

Grateful to hell the living hag defcends, 
Aud fits in black afiemblies of the fiends. 

Dark 
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Dark matted elf-locks dangling on her brow. 
Filthy, and foul, a loathibme burden grow : 
Ghaftly, ^nd. frightful -pale her face is fcen. 
Unknown to chearful day, and (kies ferene : 
But when the ftars arc veil'd, when ftorms arif 
And the blue forky flame at midnight flies. 
Then, forth from graves, flie takes her wicked 
And thwarts the glancing lightnings as they ph 
Where-e'er (he breathes, blue poifons roum 

fpread. 
The withering grafs avows her- fatal tread* 
And drooping Ceres hangs her blafted head. 
Nor holy rites, nor fuppliant prayer flie knows 
. Nor feeks the gods with facrifice, or vows : 

(Whatever fhe offers is the fpoil of urns. 
And funeral fire upon her altars burns ; 
Nor needs ihe fend a fecond voice on high, 
&car'd at the firft, the trembling gods comply. 

Oft in the grave the living has fhe laid. 
And bid reviving bodies leave the dead : 
Oft at the funeral pile flie fecks her prey. 
And bears the fmoking aflies warm away.; 
Snatches fome burning bone, or flaming brand 
And tears the torch from the fad father's hand j 
Seizes the flHX)ud's loofe fragments as they fly. 
And picks the coal wlitre clammy juices fry. 
But when the dead in marble tombs aie placed. 
Where the moift carcafe by degrees fliall wafte, 
T'here, greedily on every part fhe flics, 
Suips the dry nails, and digs the gory eyes. 
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Her teeth from gibbets gnaw the ftrangllng noofe. 
And from the crofs dead murderers unloofc ; 
Her chaims the ufe of fun-dry'd marrow find. 
And hufky entrails withered in the wind; 855 

•Oft drops the ropy gore upon her tongue. 
With cordy linews oft her jaws are ftrung, 
And thlis fufpended oft the filthy hag has hung, 
Where-e*er the battle bleeds, and fiaughter lies. 
Thither, preventing birds and beafts, (he hies ; 860 
Nor then content to feize the ready prey. 
From their fell jaws flie tears their food away : 
She marks the hungry wolPs pernicious tooth. 
And joys to rend the morfel from his mouth. 
Nor ever yet remorfe could ftop her hand, 865 

When human go^-e her curfed rites demand. 
Whether fome tender infant, yet unborn. 
From the lamenting mother's fide is torn 5 
Whether her purpofe afks fome bolder (hade. 
And by her knife, the ghoft (he wants, is made 5 870 
•Or whether, curious in the choice of blood. 
She catches tlie firft gufliing of the flood ; 
All mifchief is of ufe, and every murder good. 
When blooming youths in early manhood die. 
She Hands a terrible attendant by ; 875 

The downy growth from off their cheeks (he tears, 
Or cuts left-handed fome fele6led hairs. 
Oft when in death her gafping kindred lay. 
Some pious office would (he feign to pay ; 
And while clofe hovering o'er the bed (he hung, 880 
Bit the pale lips, and cropt the quivering tongue; 

T Then, 
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Then^ in hoarfe murmurs, ere the ghoil could go^ 
Mutter'd fome meffage to the fliades below. 

A faime like this around the region fpread. 
To prove her power, the younger Pompey led* 885 
Now half her fable courfe the night had run. 
And low beneath us rolPd the beamy fun j 
When the vile youth in dlence crofs'd the plain. 
Attended by his wonted worthlefs train* 
Through ruins wade and old, long wandering round, 89O 
Lonely upon a rock, the hag they found. 
There, as it chanc'd, in fullen mood (he fate. 
Pondering upon the war's approaching fate : 
At that fame hour, fhe ran new numbers o'er. 
And fpcJlr. unheard by hell itfelf before; 895 

Fearful, left wavering deftiny might change. 
And bid the war in diftant regions range. 
She charm'd Pharfalia's field with eaily care. 
To keep the wairiors and the flaughter there. 
So may her impious arts in triumph reign, aqq 

And riot in the plenty of the ilain: 
So, many a royal ghoft ihe may command. 
Mangle dead heroes with a ruthlefs hand. 
And rob of many an urn Hefperia's mourning land. 
Already fhe enjoys the dreadful field, ^m 

And thinks what fpoils the rival chiefs (hall yield j 
With what fell rage each corfe flie (hall invad^ 
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^ At thy approving, bids her purpofe ftand. 
Or alters it at thy reverM command. 
^ From thee, my humbler awful hopes prefume 915 

i To learn my father^s, and my country^s doom : 
Nor think this grace to one unworthy done. 
When thou (halt know me for great Pompey's fonj 
With him, all fortunes am I bom to (hare. 
His ruin^s partner, or his empire^s heir* 929 

^t Let not blind chance for ever wavering ftand. 
And awe us with her unrefolving hand s 
I own my mind unequal to the weight. 
Nor can I bear the pangs of doubtful fate : 
Let it be certain what we have to fear, 9^5 

^ And then^— no matter— —Let the time draw near. 
Oh let thy charms this truth from heaven compel^ 
Or force the dreadful Stygian gods to tell. 
C^l death, all pale and meagre, from below^ 93« 
And froni herfelf her fatal purpofe know $ 

B Conftrain*d by thee, the phantom ihall declare 
Whom ihe decrees to ftrike, and whom to fpare, 

I Nor ever can thy (kill divine forefee, 

► Through the blind maze of long futurity, 
. Events more worthy of thy arts, and thee. 

Pleased that her magic fame dififufely flies» 936 

Thus, with a horrid fmile, the hag replies. 

Hadft thou, oh noble youth, my aid implorM, 
For any Icfs decifion of the fwordj 
The gods, unwilling, fliould my power confefs> 94.9 
And crown thy wifhes with a full fuccefs. 
Had ft thou defir'd fome fmgle friend to fave, 
Lgng had my charms withheld him from the grave : 

Ta ^^ 
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Or would thy hate fome foe this inftant dooniy 
He dies, though heaven decrees him years to come, qm 
But when eftc^s arc to their caufes chain'd. 
From everlafting, mightily, ordain'd j 
When all things labour for one certain end, 
^nd on one a6tion centre and depend : 
Then far behind we own our arts are caft, am 

And magic is by fortune's power furpafsM. 
Howe'er, if yet thy foul can be content. 
Only to know that undiiclosM event ; 
My potent charms o'er nature fhall prevail. 
And from a thoufand mouths extort the tale s 955 

This truth the fields, the floods, the rocks, Ihall tell. 
The thunder of high heaven, or groans of hell s 
Though, ftill, more kindly oracles remain. 
Among the recent deaths of yonder plain. 
Of thefe a corfe our myftic rites fhall raife, «6a 

As yet unfhrunk by Titan's parching blaze | 
^o fhall no maim the vocal pipes confound. 
But the fad fhade fhall breathe, diftin6l in human (oiUKt f 
While yet fhc fpoke, a double darknefs fprcad, n : 
Black clouds and murky fogs involve her head, > : 
While o'er th* unbury'd heaps her footfleps tread, i 
Wolves howl'd, and fled where-e^r fhe took her wav, ■ 
And htmgry vultures left the mangled prey j 
The favagc race, abafh'd, before her yield. 
And while fhc culls her prophet, quit the field. 970 
To various carcafes bv turns fhe flies, 
And, griping w' Angers, tries | 

Till one of perl "* found. 

And fibrQu^ luj ^outi^* 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book VI. ^^^ 

Of all the flitting fliadows of the ilain, 975 

I^ate doubts which ghoft ihall turn to life again. 

At her ftrong bidding (fuch is her command) 

Armies at once had left the Stygian (brand j 

Heirs multitudes had waited on her charms, 

A.nd legions of the dead had ris'n to arms. 59^ 

Among the dreadful carnage fl-rew'd around » 

One, for her purpofc fit, at length fhe found 5 

la his pale jaws a ruily hook fhe hung, 

And draggM the wretched lifelefs load along ; 

Anoo, beneath a craggy cliff fhe flaid, 985;. 

AndJn a dreary delve her -burden laid \ 

There evermore the wicked witch cJtlight^ • 

1£o do her deeds accursM, and pra^^ife' hellifh rites. 

Low as the realms where Stygian Jove is crovm'd, 
Subfides the gloomy vale within the ground ) 999 

A downward grove, that never knew to rife. 
Or fhoot its leafy honours to th* ikies, 
Frpm hanging rocks declines its drooping head, 
And covers in the cave with dreadful fliade % 
yi^ithin difhiay, and fear, and darknefs dwell, 995 
And filth obfcene befmears the baleful cell. 
There* lading night no beamy dawning knows> 
No light but fuch as magic flames difclofe \ 
Heavy, as in Tsenarian caverns, there 
In dull ftagnation fleeps the laiy air. lOOd 

There meet the boundaries of life and death. 
The borders of our world, and that beneath ; 
Thither the rulers of th' infernal court 
Pamit their airy vafials to refort 1 

T 5 rE>wwv^%^ 
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Thence with like tide the forcerefs could tell, 1C05 

As if defcending ddwn, the deeds of hell* 

And now fhe for tboiblenin talk prepares 

A mantle patched with various threads (he ^ 

And bindsy with twining fnakes; her wilder hairti 

All pale, for dread, the daftard youth fiie rpj*dy loio 

Heartlefs his inates ftood quiTering by his fide. 

Be bold ! -(ikr cries) difmifs this abje£l fear} 

Living and human ihall the form appear^ 

And breatheiio immds but wha^ eT*n you may hear. 

How had your irije^ your coward fouls been qudrd^ 

Had you the livid Slygian laktf.beheld $ lot^. 

Heard the lou4 floods of rolling fulphnr roar» 

And burft:in tlHupder on the burning ihore I 

Had you farrey-*d yon prifon*haufe of woe. 

And giants bound in adamant below > lofeo 

Seen the vail; dpg'with curling vipers fwell^ ^ 

Heard fcreaming Furies, at my coming, yelly y 

Double their rage, and add new pains to hell f j 

This faid, (he runs the mangled carcafe o*er. 
And wipes from every wound the crufty gore$ 1015 
Now with hot blood the frozen breaft flie warms. 
And with ftrong lunar dews confirms her charms* 
Anon ihe mingles every monftrous birth. 
Which nature, wayward and perverfe, brings forth. 
Nor entrails pf the fpotted Ljrnx fhe lacks, 1039 

Nor bony joints from fell Hyaena*s backs ; 
Nor deer's hot marrow, rich with fnaky food 5 
Nor foam of rag^g dogs that fly the flood. 
Her ftore the tardy Remora fupplies. 
With ftones from eagles warm, and dragons eyes ; 

Snake 
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Snakes that on pinions cut their airy way, 1036 

And nimbly o'er Arabian deferts prey j 

The viper bred in Erythraean ftreams. 

To guard in coftly fliells the growing gems ; 

The flough by Libya's horned ferpent caft. 

With alhes by the dying Phoenix placM 

On odorous akars in the fragrant caft. 

To thefe flie joins dire drugs without a name, 

A thoufand poifons never known to fame 5 

Herbs o'er whofe leaves the hag her fpells had fung. 

And wet with curfed fpittle as they fpning ; 1046 

With every other mi fchief moft abhorr'd, 

Which hell, or worfe Eriftho, could afford. 

At length, in murmurs hoarfe her voice was heard, - 
Her voice, beyond all plants, all magic tear'd. 
And by the loweft Stygian gods rever'd. 
Her gabbling tongue a muttering tone confounds, 
Difcordant, and unlike to human founds : 
It feem'd, of dogs the bark, of wolves the howl, 
The doleful Ikreeching of the midnight owl j 1055 

The hifs of fnakcs, the hungry lion's roar. 
The boimd of billows beating on the fhore 5 
The groan of winds amongft the leafy wood. 
And burft of thunder from the rending cloud : 1059 
■•Twas thefe, all thefe in one. At length fhe breaks 
Thus into magic verfe, and thus the gods befpeakst 

Ye Furies I and thou black accurfed'hell I 
Ye woes 1 in which the damnM for ever dwell j 
Chaos, the world, and form's eternal foe I 
And tiou fole arbiter of all below, \<^Cs 

X 4.. "^Vw^ 
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Pluto ! whom ruthlefs fates a god ordain. 

And doom to immortality of pain ; 

Ye fair Elyfian manfions of the bleft. 

Where no Theffalian chaimer hopes to reft j 

Styx I and Perfephone, compelled to fly 207a 

Thy fruitful mother, and the chcarful flty ! 

Third Hecate I by whom my whilpers breathe 

My fecret purpofe to the (hades beneath ; 

Thou greedy dog, who at th' infernal gate. 

In everlafting hunger, ftill doft wait ! 107J 

And thou old Chai'on, horrible and hoar I 

For ever labouring back from ihore to ihore : 

Who murmuring doft in wearinefs complain. 

That I fo oft demand thy dead again ; 

Hear, all ye powers 1 If e'er your hell rejoice, 10S9 

In the lovM horrors of this impious voice ; 

If ftill with human flefh I have been fed, 

If pregnant mothers have, to pleafe you, bled; 

If from the womb thefe ruthlefs hands have torn 

Infants, mature, and ftruggling to be bom; 1085 

Hear and o\)ey ! nor do I alk a ghoft. 

Long fmce received upon your Stygian coaft ; 

But one that, new to death, for entrance waite^ 

And loiters yet before your gloomy gates. 

Let the pale ftiade thefe herbs, thefe numbers hear^ 

And in his well-known warlike form appear. 

Here let him ftand, before his leader's fon. 

And fay what dire events are drawing on : 

If blood be your delight, let ihis be done. 

Foaming ftie fpoke : then rear'd her hateful head. 
And hard at hand beheld th' attending ihade. 
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Too well the trembling fprite the carcafe knew. 

And fear'd to enter into life anew j 

Fain from thofe mangled limbs it would have run. 

And, lothing, ftrove that houfe of pain to fhun. 1x09 

Ah ! wretch ! to whom the cruel fates deny 

That privilege of human kind, to die I 

Wroth was the hag at lingering death's delay. 

And wonder'd hell could dare to difobey j 

With curling fnakes the fenfelefs trunk (he beats, 1105 

And curfes dire, at every lafli, repeats ; 

With magic numbers cleaves the groaning ground. 

And, thus, barks downwards to th' abyl's profound: 

Ye fiends hell-bom, ye fillers of defpair ! 
Thus ? is it thus my will becomes your care ? i jio 
Still deep thofe whips within your idle hands, 
Nor drive the loitering ghoft this voice demands ? 
But mark me well ! my charms, in Fate's defpite. 
Shall drag you forth, ye Stygian dogs, to light j 
Through vaults and tombs, where now fecure you roam 
My vengeance fliall purfue, and chace you home. 
And thou, oh ! Hecate, that dar'ft to rife, *% 

Various and alter 'd to immortal eyes, > 

No more (halt veil thy horrors in difguife j 3 

Still in thy form accurfed (halt thou dwell, 1120 

Nor change the face that nature made for hell. 
Each myftery beneath 1 will difplay. 
And Stygian loves (hall (land confefs'd to day* 
Thee, Proferpine ! thy fatal fead I '11 (how. 
What leagues detain thee in the realms below, 
And why thy once-fond mother loaths thee now. 

At 
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At my command, earth^s barrier fhall remove,. 

And piercing Titan vex infernal Jove j 

Full on his throne the blazing beams fhall beat. 

And light abhorr'd afflift the gloomy feat. 1130 

Yet, am I yet, ye fnllen fiends, obeyed ? 

Or mud I call your mafbr to my aid ? 

At whofe dread name the trembling Furies quake. 

Hell ilands abafh'd, and earth^s foundation fhake ? 

Who views the Gorgons with intrepid eyes, 11 35 

And your unviolable flood defies ? 

She faid ; and, at the word, the frozen blood 
Slowly began to roll its creeping flood j 

Through the known channels ftole the purple tide. 
And warmth and motion through the members glide j. 

The nerves are fhretch'd, the turgid mufcles fwell, 

And the heart moves within its fecret cell j 

The haggard eyes their flupid lights difclofe. 

And heavy by degrees the corpfe arofe. 

Doubtful and faint th' uncertain life appears, 1145 

And death, all-o'er, the livid vifage wears. 

Pale, fUff, and mute, the ghaftly figure flands. 

Nor knows to fpeak, but at her dread commands. 

When thus the hag: Speak what I wifh to know. 

And endlefs refl attends thy (hade below; xi5a 

Reveal the truth, and, to reward thy pain. 

No charms fhall drag thee back to life again 5 

Such hallow'd wood fhall feed thy funeral fire^ 

Such numbers to thy la(t repofe confpire, 

No fifter of our art thy ghoft fhall wrong, X155 

Or force thee liften to her potent fong, 

Sinct 
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Since the dark gods in myftic tripods dwell, 

Since doubtful truths ambiguous prophets tell 9 

While each event aright and plain is read. 

To every bold inquirer of the deed : 1160 

Do thou unfold what end thefe wars (hall wait, 

Perfons^ and things^ and time, and place relate. 

And be the juft Interpreter of Fate. 

She fpoke, and, as fhe fpoke, a fpell flie made, 
That gave new prefcience to th' unknowing fhade. 1 165 

When thus the fpeftre, weeping all for woe 5 
Seek not from me the Paresis will to know, 
I faw not what their dreadful looms ordain^ 
Too foon recaird to hated life again j 
Recaird, ere yet my waiting ghoft had pafs'd 1170 
The filent ftream, that wafts us all to reft. 
AH I could learn, was from the loofe report 
Of wandering ihades, that to the banks refort. 
Uproar, and difcord, never known till now, 
Piflra6l the peaceful realms of death below 9 1175 

From blifsful plains of fweet Elyfium feme, 
Others from doleful dens, and torments, come i 
While in the face of every various (hade. 
The woes of Rome too plainly might be read. 
In tears lamenting, ghofts of patriots ftood, 11 80 

And mourn'd their country in a falling flood j 
Sad were the Decii, and the Curii feen, 
And heavy was the great Camillus' mien : 
On fortune loud indignant Sylla rail'd. 
And Scipio his unhappy race bewail'd 5 X183 

The Cenfor fad forefaw his Cato's doom, 
RefolvM to die for liberty, and Rome. 

5 Of 
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Of all the Ihades that haunt the happy field. 

Thee only, Brutus 1 fmiling I beheld ; 

Thee, thou firft conful, haughty Tarquin's dread, - 

From whofe juft wrath the confcious tyrant fled, S 

When freedom firft uprear'd her infant head. 3 

Meanwhile the damn'd exult amidft their pains. 

And Catiline audacious breaks his chains. 

There the Cethegan naked race I view'd, 1195 

The Marii fierce, with human gore embnied. 

The Giacchi, fond of mifchief-making laws^ 

And Drufi, popular in fa£lion's caufe; 

All clap'd their hands in horrible applaule. 

The crafh of brazen fettets rung around, 1100 

And heirs wide caverns trembled with the found. 

Ko more the bounds of fate their guilt conftrain. 

But proudly they demand th' Elyfian plain. 

Thus they, while dreadful Dis, with bufy cares. 

New torments for the conquerors prepares j X205 

New chains of adamant he forms below, 

And opens all his deep referves of woe : 

Sliarp are the pains for tyrants kept in ftore. 

And flames yet ten times hotter than before. 

But thou, oh noble youth ! in peace depart, 1110 

And footh, with better hopes, thy doubtful heart ; 

Sweet is the reft, and blifsful is the place. 

That wait thy fire, and his illuftiious race. 

Nor fondly feek to lengthen out thy date, 

NJor envy the furviving vigor's fate j Jzi^ 

The hour draws near when all alike muft yield, 

wnd death fhall mix the fame of every field, 

^ Hade 
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Hafte then, with glory, to your dcftin'd end. 
And proudly from your humbler urns defcend j 
Bold in fuperior virtue (hall you come, 122a 

And trample on the demigods of Rome. 
Ah ! what fliall it import the mighty dead. 
Or by the Nile or Tiber to be laid ? 
'Tis only for a. grave your wars are made. 
Seek not to know what for thyfelf remains, 1225 

That (hall be told in fair Sicilia'^s plains ; 
Prophetic there, thy father's (hade (hall rife. 
In awful viiion to thy wondering eyes : 
He (hall thy* fate reveal j though doubting yet. 
Where he may beft advife thee to retreat. 1230 

In vain to various climates (hall you run, -^ 

In vain purfuing Fortune ftrive to (hun, > 

In Europe, Afric, AUb., ftill undone. «» 

Wide as your triumphs (hall your ruins. lie. 
And all in diftant regions (hall you die. 1235 

, Ah, wretched race ! to whom the world can yield 
No fafer refuge, than Emathia^s (ield. 

He faid, and with a (ilent, mournful look, 
A laft difrai(fion from the hag befpoke. 
. Nor can the fprite, difcharg'd by death's cold hand, 1240 
Again be fubjeft to the fame command ; 
But charms and magic herbs mud lend their aid. 
And render back to re(l the troubled (hade. 
A pile of hollow'd wood Eri6^ho builds. 
The foul with joy its mangled carcafe yields 5 1245 
She bids the kindling (lames afcend on high. 
And leaves the weary wretch at length to die# 

Then^ 
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Then, while the fecret dark their footfteps hides. 
Homeward the youth, ail pale for fear, ihe guides ; 
And, for the light began to ftreak the eaft, 1150 

With potent fpells the dawning ihe reprefs'd i 
Commanded night's obedient queen to ftay. 
And, till they reached the campj withheld the liiing day. 



LUCAN'S 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, 

BOOK VII. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

In the Seventh Book is told, firft, Pompey's dream 
■the night before the battle c^ Pharfalia $ after that, 
the impatient defire of his army to engage, which 
is reinforced by Tully. Pompey, though againft 
his own opinion and inclination, agrees to a battle. 
Then follows the fj>eech of each general to his 
armv, and the battle itfelf : the flight of Pompey ; 
Caefar^s behaviour after his vi6lory } and an invec- 
tive ag^nft him, and the very country of Theffaly, 
for being the fcene (according to this and other 
authors) of fo many misfortunes to the people of 
Rome. 

LATE, and unwilling, from his watery bed, 
Uprear'd the mournful fun his cloudy headj 
He ilckenM to behold Emathia^s plain, 
And would have fought the backward eaft again : 
Full oft he tumM him from the deftinM race, 5 

And wifhM fome dark eclipfe might veil his radiant face, 

Pompey, meanwhile, in pleafing viiions paft 
The night, of all his happy nights the laft. 
It feemM, as if, in all his former ftate. 
In his own theatre fecure he fate : 30 

About his fide unnumberM Romans croud, 
Andj joyful/ ihout his much-lov'd name aloud 5 

The 



ft88 R O W E'S P O E M S* 

The echoing benches feem to ring around. 

And his charmM ears devour the pleafing (bun J. 

Such both himfelf, and fuch the people feem, ri 

In the falfe profpeft of the feigning dream j 

As when in early manhood^s beardlefs bloom^ 

He ftood the darling hope and joy of Rome. 

When fierce Sertorius by his arms fuppreft^ 

And Spain fubducd, the conqueror confeft: » 

When rais'd with honours never known before. 

The conful's purple, yet a youth, he wore : 

When the pleasM fenate fat with new delight, ^ 

To view the triumph of a Roman knight. j^i 

Perhaps, when our good days no longer 'laft, «5 
The mind runs backward, and enjoys the paft :. 
Perhaps, the riddling vifions ef the night 
With contrarieties delude our fight ; 
And when fair fcenes of pleafure they difcdofe. 
Pain they foretel, and fure enfuing woes; 30 

Or was it not, that, fince the fates ordain 
Pompey (hould never fee his Rome again. 
One laft good ofEc. yet thfry meant to do. 
And gave him in a dream this parting view ? 

Oh, may no trumpet bid the leader wake! 35 

Long, let him long the blilsful (lumber take ! 
Too foon the morrow*s fleeplefs night will come. 
Full fraught with flaughter, mifery, and Rome } 
With horror, and difmay, thofe ihades ihall riie. 
And the loft battle live before his eyes. 40 

How bieft his fellow-citizens had been, 
Tho\igh but in dreams, their Pompey to have feen ! 

Oh! 
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"Oh !*tttaf the gods, in pity, wbuld allow, 

( Such long-try'd friends their deftiny to know j 

' t'So each to each rtiight their fad thoughts convey, 45 
And ii^e t^e moft-of their laft mournful day. 
Jlut now, unconfcious of the ruin nigh, 
Within* his native lai^l he thinks to die : 

I "[Wftk her*fond hopes with confidence prefumc, 1 
#laDurig fo terrible from fate can come, y 

h As to be robb'd of her lovM Pempey's tomb. j 

Hidjthe fad^city Fate's decree foreknown, 

y j^hat ioods« faft falling, fhould her lofs bemoan ! 

^ ^en^ould'the lufty youth, and fathers hoar, 
WithViuigHii^t^^, their chief renown'd deplore; 55 
^fitdf^ matrons, wives, and babes^ a helplefs train, 
tAs^lplbefbr godlike Brutus, (hould complain ; 
Thdlf treiTes (hould they tear, their bofoms beat, 

• A4rd^ry lond*wailing in the doleful ftreet. 

Nbr /halt thou, Rome, thy gufhing forrows keep, 69 
^^hou9h aw'd by^Csefar, and forbid to weep ; 
Though, while he tells thee of thy Pompey dead. 
He Hiakes his threatening fauchion o'er thy head. 
Lamenting crouds the conqueror (hall meet. 
And with a peal of groans his triumph greet j 6$ 

-In fad proceffion, fighing fhall they go. 
And ftain his laurels with the fti*eams of woe. 

But now, the fainting ftars at lengtli gave way. 
And hid their vanqiiifhM fires in beamy day j 
When round the leader's tent the legions croud, 70 
And, uig'd by fate, demand the fight aloud. 
Wretches ! that long their little life to wafte. 
And hurry on thofe hours thnt fly too fall ! 

U Tof» 
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Too fooHy for thoufandsy (hall the day be dancp' ! 

Whofe eyes no more (hall fee the fetting fun. * * 

Tumultuous fpeech th* impuliive rage confeft, 75 1 

And Rome^s bad genius rofe in «¥ery breaft. 
With vile difgrace they blot their leader^s name, » v 
Pronounce ev'n Pompey fearful^ (Lqw*^ ai|d taiic, 4^ 
And cry. He iinks beneath his father*s famt. ^J) i^ 
Some charge him with ambition^s guilty views," 4 % 
And thick *tis power, and empire, he purfucs'i ^ 

That, fearing peace, he pra^lifes delay^ 
And would, for ever, make the world'obey. • ^ j 
While eaftern kings of lingering v^ars conSplatOy^ I4 | 
And wifh to view their native realms ji|^*. * m .» 1 
Thus when the gods are pleasM to plagucTmaiikindf % . ■ 
Our own rafti hands are to the tafk affignMi '^ *'nt ' 
By them ordainM the tools of Fate to be, * « 

We blindly aft the mifchiefs they decree ; '•J Jfoi* » 

We call the battle, we the fword prepare, * ' 

And Rome^s deftruftion is the Roman prayer* ^ 

The general, voice, united, Tully takes. 
And for the reft the fweet perfuader fpeaks ; 
Tully, for happy eloquence renown'd, 95 

With every Romas grace of language crowA*d| 
Beneath whofe rule and government rever'd. 
Fierce Catiline the peaceful axes fear'd ; 
But now, detained amidft an armed throng, 
Where loft his arts, and uielefs was his tongue. 
The orator had borne the camp too long. 
He to the vulgar fide his pleading draws, 
And thus enforces much their feeble caufe i 
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r all that fortune for thy arms has done, 
ill thy fame acquired, thy battles won i 105 

on(^ b^>4n her fuppliant vows implore, 
thl|^ ^ould'ft deign to ufe her aid once more : 
isy^Q^Porapey! kings and chiefs unite, 
' to'chaftir<f proud Csfar, z(k the fight, 
he, one .man againftthe world combin''d, xio 
^£1 deib'ttftion, and embroil mankind > 
t will the vanquUhM nations murmuring fay, 
v^nte thy'Conquefts cut th^ir winged way ^ 
i^e| oeho^ thy virtue lacy now, 
ftt^thee iBiMre thus languilhing and (low ? 115 
PC taf thole fires that warm'd thee to be great ? 
flaifo^fouly and confidence in Fate f 
thou tne gods ungratefully mifti-uft ? 
fnlrth^ fenate^s facred caule unjuft ? • 
e are th* impatient eniigns yet withheld : izo 

art thou, thus, to vi^ory compeUM ? 
th^ Ronie*8 chief, and rn her caufe, appear ? 
lers to choofe the field, and (he appoints it here* 
is this ardor of the world withftood, 
njur'd world, that thirftsfor Caefar's blood? 125 
where the troops with indignation ftand, 
javelin trembling in an eager hand, 
wait, unwillingly, the laft command, 
ve the fenate then, and let them know, 
hey thy Servants, or their fervant thoo ? 130 

e figlTd the liftening chief, who well could read 
dire delufion by the gods decreed ; 
w the fates malignantly inclinM, 
iwart his purpofe, and perplex his mind. 

U 2 ^MA^ 
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Since thus (he cry'd) it is by all decreed, 
Since my impatient friends and country need 
My hand to fight, and not my head to leftd*; 
Poip.p: y no longer ftiall your fate delays 
But let pernicious Fortune take her way. 
And walie the world on one devoted day. 
But, oh ! be witnefs thou, nry native Rome, 
With what a fad fore-boding heart I come ; 
To thy hard fate unwillingly I yield. 
While thy rafh fons compel me to the field. • • 
How eafily had Caefar been fubdued, ^ ^^ 1A5, 

And the bleft vi6lory been freeirom blood ! ^ 
But the fond Romans cheap renown difdain, • 
They wifh for deaths to purple o'er the plaifi^ * 
And reeking gore their guilty fwocds to iUin. 
Driven by my fleets, behold^ the flying foe k-i j^ | 

At once the empire of the deep forego j 
Here by neceflity they feem to ftand, 
Coop'd-up within a corner of the land. 
By famine to the laft extremes compelled. 
They fnatch green harvcfcs from th' unripcn'd field ; 155 
And wifli we may this only grace aflbrd, 
To let them die like foldicrs, by the fword. 
'Tis true, it feems an earned of fuccefs. 
That thus our bolder youth for a£lion prefs : 
But let them try their inmoft hearts with care, i6« 

And judp-e betwixt true valour and ra(h fear j 
Let them be lure this eagernefs is right, 
And certain fortitude demands the fight. 
In war, in d3n<Ters, oft it has been known. 
That fear has driven the headlong coward on. 165 

Gi\t 
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GFve me the man, whofe cooler foul can wait. 

With patience, for the proper hour of Fate. 

See what a profperous face our fortunes bear ! 

Why ihould we truft them to the chance of war ? 

Why mull we rifle the world's uncertain doom, X70 

And rather choofe to fight, than overcome ? 

Thou Goddefs Chance ! who to my careful hand 

Haft given this wearifomr fupreme command ; 

If I have, to the.taflc of empire jutt, 

Enlarged the bounds committed to my truft $ 175 

Be kind, and to thyfelf the rule refume. 

And, in the fight, defend the caufe of Rome : 

To thy^own crowns, the wreath of conqucft join 5 

Nor let the glory, nor the crime, be mine. 

But fee ! thy hopes, unhappy 4fcmpey ! fail; 180 

We fight J and Caefar's ftronger vows prevail. 

Oh, what a fcene of guilt this day Ihall (how ! 

What crouds fliall fall, what nations he laid low I 

Red (hall Enipeus run with Roman blood,. 

And to the margin fwell his foamy flood. 1S5 

Oh! if our cawfe my aid no longer need. 

Oh I may my bofoni be the firft to bleed : 

Me let the thrilling javelin foremoft ftrike,. 

Since death and viftory are now alike. 

Ta-day, with rnin fhall my name be joln'd, 19.0 

Or ftand the common curfe of all mankind j 

By every woe the vanquiftiM (hall be known,. 

And every infamy the vi6lor crown. 

He fpoke j and, yielding to th' impetuous croud^ 
The battle to his frantic bands allowed. 195 

U 3 Ho 
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So, when long vex'd by ftonny Conis' blail> 
The weary pilot quits the helm at laft} 
He leaves his vefTel to the winds to g^ide. 
And drive undeady with the tumbling tide. * 

Loud through the carop the riiing murmurs founds loe 
And one tumultuous huny runs aiound | 
Sudden their bufy hearts began to beat. 
And each pale vifage wore the marks of Fatc« 
Anxious, they fee the dreadful day is conM, 
That mud decide the deftiny of Rome. 205 

This fingle vaft concern employs the hoft. 
And private fears are in the public loft. 
Should earth be rent, /hould darknefs quench the A]n> 
Should fwelling feas above the mountains run, 
Should univerful naiu4iB end draw near, 210 

Who could have leifure for himfelf to fear ? 
With fuch confent his fafety each forgot. 
And Rome and Pompey took up every thought. 

And now the warriors all, with bufy care. 
Whet the dull fword, and point the blunted fpear 5 tr^ 
With tougher nerves they ftring the bended bow. 
And in full quivers fteely ihafts beftow j 
The horfeman fees his furniture made fit, 
Sharpens the fpur, and burnilhes the bit j 
Fixes the rein, to check or urge his fpeed, »2o 

And animates to fight the fnorting fteed. 
Such once the bufy gods employments were, 
if mortal men to gods we may compare, 
When earth's bold fons began their impious war. 
The Leranian power, with many a ftroke, reftor'd 225 
plue Neptune's trident, and ftern Mars's fword j 

la 
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In Cenible airay, the blue-ey*d maid 
The horrors of her Gorgon fliield difplayM ; 
Phod>os his once Tidorious ihafts renew*dy 
Miis^d, and nifty with the Python' t blood i tyo 

While, with unwearyM toil, the Cyclops ftrove 
To forge new thunders for imperial Jove. 
N6r wanted then (fire omens, to declare 
What curft events Theflalia^s plains prepare; 
Bfeck ftonns opposM againft the warriors lay, 235. 
And lightnings thwarted their forbidden way j 
Full in then: eyes the dazzling flaihes broke, 
And with amaze their troubled lenfes ftioke : 
Tall fiery columns in the flaes were feen. 
With watery Typhons interwove between. 240 

Glancing along the bands fwift meteors (hoot. 
And from the helm the plumy honours cut ; 
Sudden the flame dilTolves the javelin's head, 
And liquid runs the ihining fteely blade. 
Strange to behold ! their weapons di^ppear, 245 

Wliile fulphurous odour taints the fmoking air. 
The (landard, as unwilling to be borne. 
With pain from the tenacious earth is torn : 
Anon, black fwarms hang cluftermg on its height. 
And prefs the bearer with unwonted weight. 2 5^ 

Big drops of grief each fweating marble wears. 
And Parian gods and heroes ftand in tears. 
' No more th' aufpicious victim tamely dies^^ 
But furious from the hallowM fane he flies j 
Breaks off the rites with prodigies prophane,. 255 

And bellowing (teks Emathia's fa\al plain; 

U 4 B«t 
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But who, O Cxfar ! who were then thy gods ? * 
Whom didft thou furamon from their dark abodes I 
The Furies liften'd to thy grateful vows. 
And dreadful to the day the powers of hell arofe. a6oy 

Did then the monfters, fame records, appear i 
Or were they only phantoms form'd by fear ? 
Some faw the moving mountains meet like foes» 
And rending earth new gaping caves difcloTe. 
Others beheld a fanguine toiTent take 265^ 

Its purple courfe, through fair Bcebeis' lake 5 
Heard each returning night, portentous, yield 
Loud fhouts of battle on Pharfalia's field. 
While others thought they faw the light decay,. 
And fudden (hades opprefs the fainting day j 7.7a- 

Fancy'd wild horrors in each other's face. 
And faw the ghofts of all their bury*d race ; 
Beheld them rile and glare with pale affright. 
And (lalk around them, in the new-made night. 
Whatever the caufe, the croud, by fate decreed, ^ 
To make their brothers, fens, and fathers bleed, > 
Con fenting, to the prodigies agreed; ' J 

And, while they thirft impatient for that blood, 
Blefs thefe nefarious omens all as good. 

But wherefore fliould we wonder, to behold 289 
That death's approach by madrcfs was foretold ? 
Wild are the wandering thoughts which laft furvive ; . 
And thefe had not another day to live. 
Thefe fliook for what they faw j while diftant climes. 
Unknowing, trembled for Emathia's crimes. 285 

Where Tyrian Gades fees the fctting fun, 
wher« Araxes' rapid waters run, 

From 
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From, the bright orient to th^^lowing weft. 
In every nation, evexy Roman breaft 

• The terrors of that dreadful day confeft. 
Wlicre Apouus fipft fprings in fmoky fteara, 291 

And full Timavus rolls his.iit)liler ftream 5 
Upon a hill that day, if fame be, true, 
A Icariied augur fat the Ikies to view : 
'Tis come, the great event is come (he cry'd) 295 

^Our impious chiefs their wicked war decide. 

'whether the feer'obferv'd Jove's forky flame, 
A-nd mark'd the firmament's difcordant frame 5 
Or whether, in that gloom of fudden night. 
The ftruggling fun declared the dreadful fight : 300 
From the fiiil birth of morning in the fkies. 
Sure never day like this was known to rl^ ^ 
In the blue vault, as in a volume fpread, . 
Plain ^ight the Latian deftiny be readr 

Oh Rome ! oh people, by the gods aflign'd 305 

To be the worthy mafters of mankind I 
On thee, the heavens with all their fignals wait. 
And fuffering nature labours with thy fate. 
When thy great names to lateft times convey'd. 
By fame, or by ray \crCe immortal made, 319' 

In free-born nations juftly (hall prevail. 
And rouze their paflTions with this nobleft talc j 
How fliall they fear. for thy approaching doom. 
As if each pad event were yet to come ' 
How fhall their bofoms fwell with vaft concern, . 315 
And long the doubtful chance of war to learn ! 
Ev'n then the favouring world with thee fhall join. 
And every honcft heart to Pompey's caufe incline. 

0c. 



Defcendingv now, the 4ajids in juft array, ' . 

From bumiflrd awns refl^ thi ]^amy day 3 * jm 

In an ill hour thcjr fpread the fatal field, ^ ** 

And with portentoii»,J^laze the neighbouring moui|taiBS 
•11 « ' ■** « 

On the left wing, bold^entulus, their head. 

The firft and fourth feleaed legions led : 

Lucklefs Doniitius, vainly brave in war, jj^ . 

Drew forth the right with unaufpicious care-* * ■ 

In the mid battle daring Scipio fought. 

With eight full legions from Cilicia brought. 

Submiflive here to Pompey's high command. 

The warrior undiftinguifh'd took his ftand, 

Rcfer'/'d to be the chief on Libya's burning fand. 

Near the low marihes and Enipeus' ftood, 

The Pontic horfe and Cappadocian ftood. 

While kings and tetrarchs proud, a purple tiuin, 

Leigemen and vaffals to the Latian reign, 

PoflelVd the rifmg grounds and drier plain. 

Here troops of black Numidians fcour the field. 

And bold Iberians narrow bucklers wieUi $ 

Here twang the Syrian and the Cretan bow. 

And the fierce Gauls provoke their weH- known foe, 340 

Go, Ponipey, lead to death th' unnumbered hoft^ 
Let the whole human race at once be loft. 
Let nations, upon nations, heap the plain. 
And tyranny want fubje6ls for its reign. 

Caefar, as chance oRluin'd, that morn discreed 345 ■ 
The fpoiling bands of foragers to lead 5 
When, with a fuddcn, but a glad furprize, ^ 

The foe defccnding flruck his wondering. eyes, 

EUgM 
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,agtr, and burrirr for ur.bc'ur.dt^ fw*y, 

.ong had he borat the tedi:us v.-2/s cli'...y j -: ?.» 

,0Kg had he irruggleJ with protracting tint, 

That lar'dhis countn*, and diftrr'il his criir.: : 

^t length he fees the wifli'd-for day i^ conic, 

^ end the ftrife for liberty, and Rc?ii? ; 

ate's dark myfterious {hrcatening<i to explain, ; j ^ 

ind eafe tV impatience of ambition^ p?.in. 

Uit, when he favr the vift event io r.igb, 

^nufual horror damp'd hi^ iir.pl'jus joy ; 

Por one cold moment i'jr.k his :.r:?.r. i'--. p;-.;'.* !, 

And doubt hang heavy en hi i arx'-us i^rta;*. -•',: 

Tlio'.jjh his piit f'^rrur.e-: prcn:;:: r./.v :•.:•• •.'., 

YctPcmpr.-, rV'.Tih.i -/•.::, '.::.*-/.: r.-; ;..-. . 

HischaR.in^ v:'^\t- :rv.!;?-v''h v;;.:,:.' ::.-: 
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This day, my ^Ittit fricodft, dMs ha{>pydBy, 

Shall the long lay^urs of yovr arra^ >'C^y S )i 

Shall give you bsLck to every joy of life. 

To the lov'd o^Bpripg a^d the tender wife jr. 

Shall find my veteran out a fa^ retreat^ 

And lodge hU age within a peaceful ieat. 

The long difpute of guilt ihall x)ow be f lear^d, 315 

And conqnell ihall the jufter cauft rewaed. 

Plave youy for me, with (word aftd fire laid waAe « 

Your country's bleeding bofpnij. as y^ pM^? 

Let the i'amc fwords as boldly ftrike tp-day» 

And the lad wounds (hall wipe the firft away* 19I ^ 

Whatever fu6kion's partial notions are. 

No hand is wholly innocent in war. f 

Yours is the caufe to which my vows are join*d, < 

I fcek to make you free, and matters of'mankib^ 

I have no hopes, no wiihes of my own, 515 

But well could hide me in a private gown : 

At my expcnce of fame, exalt your powers* 

Let me be nothing, fo the world be yours. 

Nor think the talk too bloody ihall be found. 

With eafy glory ihall our arms be crown'd » 400 

Yon hod come leamM in academic rules, 

A band of difputants from Grecian fchools. 

To thefc, luxurious eailern crouds are joined. 

Of many a tongue, and many a differing kind : 

Their own firil ihouts ihall fill each foul with fears. 

And their own trumpets ihook their tender eart. 406 

Unjuftly this, a civil war, we call. 

Where none but foes of Kome^ baibarians^ fall. 

On 
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'On then, my friends-! and ^d it «t a blow ; 
I^y tjiefe fofiT lazy,^ woilhlefo^natibbs low, 410 

f- Shew Pom]JHey, that Ibbdu^ tfaeniy with what eafe 

# Y^ur valour gaiHy ftich victories as thefe : 
4" -'^.8hew jiim^ if jnftiife ftilUhe palm confen, 
^ 'O^e trintfiph was tip mnch'fbr all his wan. 

) ^nfjn diftant T^ris fhall ^jmen&is come, 415 

. Xo jiyigA between the citizens of Rome ? 
|r'>li^ fiarcebarbarian ali^s wafte dieir blood, 
^Tb xxikKe'the cianle of Latian Pony^ good ? 
^ .Believe me, ho. To them wje are all the fame, 
^9 They hale' alijif the whole Aufonian Name i 420 

^'^^Butipoft^hoft haughty mafters whom they know, 
♦^ \^o taught their fervile vanquifhM necks to bow. 
' JKieaft -while, as roand my joyful eyes are roll'd, 
' JKon^bttt my try*d companions I behold $ 
v*'^or yevi in Gaul we made our hard abode, 4*1 

* And many a march in portnerfhip have trod. 
Is there a foldier to your chief unknown } 

A fword, to whom I truft not, like my o^vn ? 

Could I not mark each javelin in the fky. 

And fay from whom the fatal weapons fly ? 430 

Ev'n now I view aufpicious furies rife. 

And rage redoubled flafhes in your eyes. 

With joy thole omens of fuccefs I read. 

And fee the certain viftory decreed ; 

I fee the purple deluge float the plain, 435 

Huge piles of carnage, nations of the (lain : 

Dead chiefs, with mangled monarchs, I furvcy, 

And the pale fenate crowns the glorious day. 

But» 






HuXn oh I f&rgj ve ray Udious Itvilh tongue^ 
Your ^gtjr virtue 1 witbhuld 100 Sojig, 
Bly ibul exults ^f^Sth liopcs.t<fb fierce to bcrif, 
I tLelgaotl fortune and the goJfe dra^ fitjiir. 
All we can aB^, Avitli full con fen t di^y ykiil^ 
And nothing h^s ucbutjUiif rL:irrow iieldJ 
Tlie battJe o'er, wliat bo©^ cgm I .sjeny ?^ * 
The trxial'ures of the world before you jif. 
Oh Tbcffiily ! what ftars"# what powcw di^i 
To thy diftinguiihM laiid thi^ g^at tvent 
^ Bctwten extremes J to-day our fovtmit? UeSj 
The vilelt punjfliinenrj and nob led pri^'« 
Confide* well thf captivt;'$ loft ellatet ^J^ 

Chattisj racks, and crofe, for the vanqtJifSft wait! 
My Ilinb^ a;e each allotted to its platc^ ' ^|_ ^ 
And my pale htad the Roftrutn'fl hdgtii flialJ gmtts^ 
But ihat 's a thtJoglst unworthy C:^iar''5 cage. 
More for my friends than for myJUf I fe:ir^ 
On my good fwpid fQcnrdy I rcl^ *..'".; 
Andy if I conquer notj-iatn Aire to dfe. ■• •\*' ' 

But oh 1 for you my anxious foul forefees, 
Pompey fhall copy Sylia's corfl decrees ; • ^.6o 

The Martian field (hall bluih with gore again. 
And maflacres once more the peaceful Septa ftain. 
Hear, oh I ye god?, who in Roifie's ftnigglings fhare, 
Who leave your heaven, to make our earth your care 5 
Heai:, and let him the happy vidor live, 465 

Who (hall with mercy ufe the power you give ; 
Whofe rage for ilaughter with the war Ihall ceafc. 
And fpare his vanquiih'd enemies in peace. 

Nor 
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f Dyrrlii)(£iuin's fi^^ld forgot, 
'hii^wasiheiL^uf^^e companions lot ; ■ 470 
5 liy ifljirs^tage V t&"ftiw 

, 4liite dUkim'^oTir mek(i|.'T4l<^ &i^$ 
ifftll r«v6M^wa8>tiate<fyptib)b6d.^' ' 
Ititler bands, bilAobleCj|ieart6 yoii iW, 
ph I feniaS>ef'*tit yourleiicrH f^^t 




ienfi^Abii^ idlTeftocfe, %i^ place, 480 
(inuds%foi1|b tbcrewernd face : 
ifelfT^p&whKldood,. 
I^'&ple force fubducd I 
fivtBiA, ^w^tever be the name, 
iib^bftill, tD^Ci^ it the fame. 4^5 

ten ^ fiencjjcs^ break the jainparts nmnd, 
eC.our works lie level with the ground ^ 
il no obftaclei our march delay, 
op one moment our vi6lorious way. 
lare your camp | this night we mean to lie 490 
t from whence the vanqui(h*d foe (hall fly. 
rce had he fpoke, when, fudden at the word, 
feize the lance, and draw the ihining fword : 
ce the turfy fences all lie wafte, 
brough the breach the crouding legions hafte j 495 
dlefs all of order and array 
(land, and trud to fate alone the day. 
had proposed an emj>ire to be won, 
ach once known a Pompey for his fon 3 
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Had Cefar^s foul inform^ each private breaft, ' 

A fiercer fury could not be exprefs^d. 

With fad ppcfages, Pompey, now, beheld 

His foes advancing o'er thejieigiibourihg field : ' 

He faw the god« had fix'd the day of. fate. 

And felt his heart hang heavy with new weight'. 

Dire is the oinen when the valiant fear. 

Which yet he ftrove to hide, with well-diiTenibled chc 
..High on his warrior fteed, the chief o^i^vii 

The wide array, and thus at lei^gth began : 

The time to eafe your groaning country *8 pain, 51 

Which long your eager valour ibught in vain ^ 

The great deciding hour at length is comc»^ 

To end the drivings of di drawled Rome : 
For this one laft effort exert your power* 

Strike home to day, and all your toils are o*er. 515 

If the dear pledges of connubial love. 

Your houfhold-gods, and Rome, your fouls can move. 

Hither by fate they feeni together brought. 

And for that prize, to-day, the battle fhall be fought. 

Let none the favouring gods ailiftance fear ; 520 

They always make the jufter caufe their care. 

The flying dart to Citjfar fliall they guide. 

And point the fword at his devoted fide : 

Our injur'd laws fha!l be on him made good, 

An' libtTty cllablifhM in his blocd. 525 

Co-jhl l.'.-.'U'cn, in violence of wraih, ordain 

riicwoild lo groan beneath a tyrant's reign, 

r hi'u not i\)di\\ your J\>n)pey's head fo long, 
or itngthcn'd out mv r.ge to kc the wront;. 

All 
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■ "All we can wifli for, to fccure fuccefs, 530 

With large advantage, here, our arms poflefs : 
-See, in the ranks of every common band, 
Where Rome's illuftrious names for foldiers ftand* 
Could the great dead revifit life again, 
JPor OS, once more, the Decii would be (lain j 535 

The Curii, and Camilli, might we boaft, 
t'roud to be mingled in this nobleft hoft. 
If men, if multitudes, can make us ftrong. 
Behold what tribes unnumberM march along ! 
Where-e'er the Zodiac turns its radiant round, 540 
Where-evcr earth, or people, can be found j 
To us the nations iflue forth in fwarras. 
And in Rome's caufe all human nature arms. 
What then remains, but that our wings inclofc. 
Within their ample folds, our ihrinking foes ? (45 
Thoufands, and thoufands, ufelefs, may we fyare ; 
Yon handful will not half employ our war. 
Think, from the fummit of the Roman wall. 
You hear our loud-lamenting matrons call 5 
Think with what tears, what lifted hands, they fue, 550 
And place their laft, their only hopes in you. 
Imagine kneeling age before you fpread, 
Each hoary reverend majeftic head ; 
Imagine, Rome herfelf your aid implor'd. 
To fave her from a proud imperious lord. 555 

Think how the prefent age, how that to come. 
What multitudes from you expeft their doom : . 
On your fuccefs dependent all rely 5 
Thefe to be bom in freedom, thofe to die. 

X Thiak 
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Think (if there" be a thought can move you more, 56* 
A pledge more dear than thofc I nam'd before) 
Think you behold (were fuch a pofture meet) 
Ev'n me, your Pompey, proftrate at your feet. 
My ft if, my wife, my fons, a fuppliant band« 
From you our lives and liberties demand j 565 

Or conquer you, or I, to exile born, J 

My laft di (honourable years (hall mouniy t 

Your long reproach, and my proud father's fcom* j 
From bonds, from infamy, your general fave. 
Nor let his hoary head defcend to earth a Have. 570 

Thus while he fpoke, the faithful legions roundj 
With indignation caught the mournful found j 
Falfely, they think, his fears thofe dangers view« 
But vow to die, ere Caefar proves them true. 
What differing thoughts the various hofts incite, 575 
And urge their deadly ardour for the fight I 
Thofe bold ambition kindles into rage, 
And thefe their fears for liberty engage. 
How fliall this day the peopled earth deface. 
Prevent mankind, and rob the growing race I 580 

Though all the years to come (hould roll in peace. 
And future ages bring their whole increafe j 
Though nature all her genial powers employ. 
All fhall not yield what thefe ciu-ft hands deftroy. 
Soon (hall the greatnefs of the Roman name, ^gj 

To unbelieving ears, be told by fame ; 
Low (hall the mighty Latian towers be laid. 
And ruins crown our Alban mountain's head j 
While yearly magiflrates, in turns compelled 
To lodge by night upon th* uncoverM field, 59* 

Shall 
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Shall at old doting Numa'*s laws repine, 

Wlio could to fuch bleak wilds his Latine rites aifign* 

£v*n now behold 1 where wafte Hefperia lies. 

Where empty cities fhock our mournful eyes j 

UntouchM by time, our infamy they ftand, 595 

The marks of civil difcord^s murderous hand. 

How is the ftock of human-kind brought low t 

Walls want inhabitants, and hands the plow. 

Our fathers fertile fields by flaves are tiird. 

And Rome with dregs of foreign lands is fill'd : 609 

Such were the heaps, the millions of the flain. 

As 'twere the purpofe of Emathia's plain. 

That none for future mifchiefs (hould remain. 

Well may our annals lefs misfortunes yield, 

Mark Allia's floods and Cannae's fatal £eld ; 695 

But let Pharfalia's day be ftill forgot, 

Be rasM at once from every Roman thought. 

'Twas there, that fortune, in her pride, difplay'd 

The greatnefs her own mighty hands had madej 

Forth in array the powers of Rome Ihe drew, 610 

And fet her fubjeft nations all to view j 

As if (he meant to fhew the haughty queen, 

Ev'n by her ruins, what her height had been. 

Oh countlefs lofs ! that well might have fupply'd 

The defolation of all deaths befide. 615 

Though famine with blue peftilence confpire. 

And dreadful earthquakes with deftroying fire; 

Pharfalia's blood the gaping wounds had join*d. 

And built again the ruins of mankind. 

Immortal gods ! with what refiftlefs force, 6»# 

Our growing empire ran its rapid courfe I 

X 2 %v\\ 
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Still every year with new fuccefs was crown'd> 

And conquering chiefs enlarge the Latian bound } 

Till Rome ftood miftrefs of the world confefs'd. 

From the gray orient, to the ruddy weft j 615 

From pole to pole, her wide dominions run, *) 

Where-e'er the ftars, or bri;;hter Phoebus fhonej > 

As heaven and earth were made for her alone. J 

But now, behold, how fortune tears away 

The gift of ages in one fatal day ! 

One day (hakes oft" the vanquifli'd Indians cbain. 

And turns the wandering Daae loofe again ; 

No longer (hall the viftor conful now 

Trace our Sarmatian cities with the plowi 

Exulting Parthia (hall her (laughters boaft, 535 

Nor feel the vengeance due to Craflus' ghoft, . 

While liberty, long wearied by our crimes, 

Forfakes us for fome better barbarous climes j 

Beyond the Rhine and Tanai's (he flies. 

To fnowy mountains, and to frozen (kies ; 64A 

While Rome, who long purfued that chiefeft good. 

O'er fields of (laughter, and through feas of blood. 

In flavery, her abjeft ftate (hall mourn. 

Nor dare to hope the goddefs will return. 

Why were we ever free ? Oh why has heaven 41* 

A (hort liv'd tranfitory ble(rmg given ? 

Of thee, fir ft Brutus, juftly we complain ! 

Why didft thou break thy groaning country's chain, ^ 

And end the proud lafcivious tyrant's reign ? 

Why did thy patriot hand on Rome beftow ^ Jo 

Laws, and her confuls righteous rule to know ? 

la 
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In fenritudc more liappy had we been» 
Since Romulus firft wallM liis refuge in^ 
£v*n fince tlie t^ce £x Tuhnrs bad iaiaa "bmStl^ 
To this curft period of Pharfalia's &eld» Ij 5 

^iedes and Arabians of the flaviAi Eiift 
Beneath eternal bondage may be bleft { 
While, of a differing mold and nature, we. 
From fire to Ton accuftomM to be firce. 
Feel indignation niing in our blood, &(« 

And blufh to wear the chains that make them prcpod. 
Can there be gods, who rule yon azure iky ? "J 

Can they behold Emathia from on high, \ 

And yet forbear to bid their lightnings fl j ? J 

Is it the bufinefs of a thundering Jove, 6^5 

To rive the rocks, and blaft the guiltlcfs grove ? 
While Caflius holds the balance in his ftcad. 
And wreaks due vengeance on the tyrant's head. 
The fun ran back from Atrens' monftrous feaft. 
And his fair beams in murky clouds fupprefs'd j ^70 
Why fhines he now ? why lends his golden light 
To thefe worfe parricides, tlu* mcvrc accirfcd light * 
But chance guides all j the ^ad^ t^\0i\r ta(k foir^o. 
And providence no U/r»pP' ^pifi^ n^l^ifw. r,^^ 

Yet are they juft, ztA Ctml^ x?-»^*^ tiCfr^r^ m 

WhUe their own h*stir*rf5t iK». nvmhJM >», t,^ >foH» V 
And the proud vift'.>rt^ iir^ t<*r..n(i if «^ *W/-r.' | . ^ 
With rays adorn' d, witi- tiitw>f«n^< .vm-f-Kc*. Vynr! 
And incenfc, pray<rn, v*«; l-^:^^> ''*.r^-»«^ 
While, trembling, Hi. Ji . i^^,ui%r^^^ /:,^, ^^^ 
Swears by a mortal wAtic. , *.^. — v>>/»-^ „ / .,^ 
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Now either hoft the middle plain had pafsM, 
And front to front in threatening ranks were placM \ 
Then every well known feature ftood to view. 
Brothers their brothers, fons their fathers knew. 6S5 
Then firft they feel the curfe of civil hate, 
Mark where their mifchiefs are aflignM by fate* 
And fee from whom themfelves deftruflion wait. 
Stupid awhile, and at a gaze, they ftood. 
While creeping horror froze the lazy blood : 69® 

Some fmall remains of piety withftand, 
And ftop the javelin in the lifted hand ; 
Remorfe for one ihort moment ftep'd betwe^^ 
And motionlefs, as llatues, all were feen. 
And oh ! what favage fury could engage, 695 

While lingering Caefar yet fufpends his rage ? 
For him, ye gods ! for Craftinus, whofe fpear 
With impious eagernefs began the war. 
Some more than common puniihment prepare ; 
Beyond the grave long lading plagues ordain, 700 

Surviving fenfe, and never-ceafing pain. 
Straight, at the fatal fignal, all around 
A thoufand fifes, a thoufand clarions, found ; 
Beyond where clouds, or glancing lightnings fly. 
The piercing clangors ftrike the vaulted iky. 705 

The joining battles fliout, and the loud peal 
Bounds from the hill, and thunders down the vale j 
Old Pelion's caves the doubling roar return. 
And Oeta's rocks and groaning Pindus mourn ; 
From pole to pole the tumult fpreads afar, 710 

And the world trembles at the diftant war. 

Now 
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Now flit the thrilling darts through liquid air. 
And variouis vows from various mailers bear : 
Some feek the nobleft Roman heart to wound, 
And fome to err upon the guiltlefs ground i 715 

While chance decrees the blood that ftiall be fpilt. 
And blindly fcatters innocence and guilt. 
But random (hafts too fcanty death aftbrd, 
A civil war is bufinefs for the fword : 
"Where face to face the parricides may meet, 720 

Know whom they kill, and make the crime complete. 

Firm in the front, with joining bucklers closM, 
Stood the Pompeian infantry difpos'd j 
So crouded was the fpace, it fcarce affords 
The power to tofs their piles, or yield their fword?.' 725 
Forward, thus thick embattled though they (land. 
With headlong wrath rufli furious Caefar's band j 
In vain the lifted fhield their rage retards, 
Or plaited mail devoted bofoms guards 5 
Through (hields, through mail, the wounding weapons 
go, 730 

And to the heart drive home each deadly blow 5 
Oh,rage ill matchM I Oh much unequal war. 
Which thofe wage proudly, and thefe tamely bear ! 
Thefe, by cold, ftupid piety difarmM : 
Thofe, by hot blood, and fmoking (laughter warm'd. 735 
Nor in fufpenfe uncertain fortune hung. 
But yields, o'er-mafterM by a power too (Irong, 
And borne by fates impetuous dream along. 

From Pompey's ample wings, at length the horfe 
Wide o'er the plain extending take their courfe ; 740 
X 4. Wheeling 
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Wheeling around the hoftile line they wind^ 
While lightly armM the (hot Aiccecd behind* 
In various ways the various bands engage^ 
And hurl upon the foe the miffile rage; 
There fiery darts and rocky fragments fly, ^45 

And heating bullets whiiUe through the (ky : 
Of feather' d (hafts, a cloud thick fliading goes* 
From Arab, Mede, and Iturxan bows : 
But driven by random aim they feldom wound ; 
At firft ihey hide the heaven, then ftrew the ground j 750 
While Roman hands unerring mifchief fend. 
And certain deaths on every pile attend. 
But Cxfar, timely careful to fupport 
His wavering front againft the firft effort. 
Had plac'd his bodies of referve behind, yrm 

ArA the ftrong rear with chofen cohorts lin'd. 
There, as the carelels foe the fight purfue, 
A fudJen band and liable forth he drew j 
When foon, oh (hame ! the loofe barbarians yield. 
Scattering their broken fquadrons o'er the field, 760 
And fliew, too late, that Haves attempt in vain. 
The facred caufc of freedom to maintain. 
The fiery ftecds, impatient of a wound. 
Hurl their neglected riders to the ground; 
Or on thejr friends with rage ungovern'd turn, jS.c 
And trampling o'er the helplefs foot are borne. 
Hence foul confuiion and dilmay fucceed. 
The victors murder, and the vanquifh'd bleed : 
Their wcaiy hands the tir'd dcftroyers ply. 
Scarce can thefc kill, fo fail as thofe can die. 770 

Oh, 
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In fhades and iilence hide her crimes from fame. 
And fpare thy miferable country^ ihame. 

But Caefar's rage (hall with oblivion ftriYC, 
And for eternal infamy furvive. 
From rank to rank, unwearyM, ftill he fliesy S05 

And with new fires their fainting wrath fupplies. 
His greedy eyes each fign of guilt explore. 
And mark whofe fword is deepeft dy*d in gore | 
Obferve where pity and remorfe prevail. 
What arm ilrikes faintly, and what chedc turns pale, tio 
Or, while he rides the (laughterM heaps around. 
And views fome foe expiring on the g^und. 
His cruel hands the gufhing blood reftrain. 
And ilrive to keep the parting foul in pain t 
As when Bellona drives the world to war, 115 

Or Mars comes thundering in his Thracian car j 
Rage horrible darts from his Gorgon fliield. 
And gloomy terror broods upon the field ; 
Hate, fell and fierce, the dreadful gods impart. 
And urge the vengeful warrior's heaving heart : 810 
The many (hgut, arms clafh, the wounded cry. 
And one promifcuous peal groans upwards to the iky. 
Nor furious Caefar, on Emathia's plains, 
Lefs terribly the mortal flrife fuftains ; 
Each hand unarmed he fills with means of death, 815 
And cooling wrath rekindles at his breath : 
Now with his voice, his gefture now, he ftrives. 
Now with his lance the lagging foldier drives : 
The weak he ftrengthens, and confirms the Itrong, 
And hurries war*s impetuous flream along. 830 

Strike 
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Strike home, he cries, and let your fwords crafe 

Each well-known feature of the kindred face : 

Nor wafte your fury on the vulgar band ; 

See ! where the hoary doting fenate ftand ; 

There laws and right at once you may confound, 835 

And liberty fliall bleed at every wound. 

The curs'd deftroyer fpoke ; and, at the word. 
The purple nobles funk beneath the fword ; 
The dying patriots groan upon the ground, 
Illuftrious names, for love of laws renown'd. S40 

The great Metelii and Torquati bleed. 
Chiefs worthy, if the ftate had fo decreed, 
And Pompey were not there, mankind to lead. 

Say thou ! thy finking country^s only prop. 
Glory of Rome, and liberty's laft hope 5 845 

What helm, oh Brutus ! could, amidft the croud. 
Thy facred undiftinguifh'd vifage fliroud ? 
Where fought thy arm that day ? But, ah ! forbear ! 
Nor ruih unwary on the pointed fpear i 
' Seek not to haften on untimely fate, 850 

But patient for thy own Emathia wait : 
Nor hunt fierce Caefar on this bloody plain* 
To-day thy fleel purfues his life in vain. 
Somewhat is wanting to the tyrant yet. 
To make the meafure of his crimes complete $ 855 
As yet he has not every law defy'd. 
Nor reached the utmoft heights of daring pride. 
Ere long thou fhalt behold him Romeo's proud lord> 
And ripen'd by ambition for thy fword : 
Then, thy griev'd country vengeance fhall demand, 860 

And afk the vi^im at thy righteous hand. 

Among 
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Among huge heaps of the Patrician flain. 
And Latian chiefs, who ftrew'd that purple plain. 
Recording ftory has diftinguifliM well, 
How brave, unfortunate Domitius felL 865 

In every lofs of Pompey ftill he fhar^d. 
And dy*d in liberty, the beft reward 5 
Though vanquifhM oft by Caefar, ne'er enflar'd, 
Ev'n to the laft, the tyrant's power he brav'd s 
Mark'd o'er with many a glorious dreaming wound, 870 
In pleafure funk the warrior to the ground j 
No longer forc'd on vileft terms to live. 
For chance to doom, and Caefar to forgive. 
Him, as he pafs'd infulting o'er the field, 
Roll d in his blood, the viftor proud beheld : S75 

And can, he cry'd, the fierce Domitius fall, 
Forfake his Pompey, and expelling Gaul ? 
Muft the war lofe that ftill fuccefsful fword. 
And my neglefted province want a lord ? 
He fpoke ; when, lifting flow his clofing eyes, 8 So 
Fearlefs the dying Roman thus replies : 
Since wickednefs ftands unrewarded yet. 
Nor Caefar's arms their wifh'd fuccefs have met 5 
Free and rejoicing to the fhades I go. 
And leave my chief ftill equal to his foe; 885 

And if my hopes divine thy doom aright. 
Yet fhalt thou bow thy vanquifh'd head ere night. 
Dire punilhments the righteous gods decree. 
For injur'd Rome, for Pompey, and for me; 
In hell's dark realms thy tortures I fhall know, 890 
And hear thy ghoft lamenting loud below.. 

H« 
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He faid ; and foon the leaden deep prevailed. 
And everlafting night his eyelids feal'd. 

But, oh ! what grief the ruin can deplore I 
What verfe can run the various (laughter o'er 1 89^ 
For lefler woes our forrows may we keep $ 
No tears fuffice, a dying world to weep. 
In differing groups ten thoufand deaths arife. 
And horrors manifold the foul furprize. 
Here the whole man is open'd at a wound, 900 

And gufhing bowels pour upon the ground : 
Another through the gaping jaws is gor'd. 
And in his utmoft throat receives the Iword 1 
At once, a fingle blow a third extends ; 
The fourth a living trunk difmemberM ftands. 905 
Some in their breaiU ere6l tlie javelin bear, 
Some cling to earth with the transfixing fpear. 
Here, like a fountain, fprings a purple flood. 
Spouts on the foe, and ftains his arms with blood. 
There horrid brethren on their brethren prey; 910 
One ftarts, and hurls a well-known head away. 
While fome detefted fon, with impious ire, 
Lops by the Shoulders clofe his hoary Grc : 
£v'n his rude fellows damn the curfed deed. 
And baftard-bom the murderer aread. 915 

No private houfe its lofs lamented then. 
But count the ilain by nations, not by men. 
Here GItcian ftreamt, and Afiatic run. 
And Roman torrents drive the deluge on. 
More than the world at once was given away« 9«o 
And late poAenty was loii that day i 

A race 
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A race of future flares receivM their doom. 
And children yet unborn were overcome. 
How fhall our miferable fons complain. 
That they are born beneath a tyrant^s reign ? 915 

Did our bafe hands, with juftice fhall they (ay, '% 
The facrcd caufe of liberty betray f \ 

Why have our fathers given us up a prey ? j 

Their age, to ours, the curfe of bondage leaves } 
Themfelves were cowards, and begot us flaves. 930 

*Tis juft ; and Fortune, that imposed a lord. 
One ftruggle for their freedom might afford ; 
Might leave their hands their proper caufe to fight. 
And let them keep, or lofe themfelves, their right. 

But Pompey, now, the fate of Rome dcfcry'd, 935 
And faw the changing gods forfake her fide. 
Hard to believe, though from a rifing g^und 
He view'd the univerfal ruin round, 
In crimfon ftreams he faw deflru6Hon run, 
And in the fall of thoufands felt his own. 940 

Nor wifh*d he, like mofl wretches in defpair. 
The world one common mifery might fhare : 
But with a generous, great, exalted mind, 1 

Befought the gods to pity poor mankind, L 

To let him die, and leave the refl behind : 3 

This hope came fmiling to his anxious breafl. 
For this his eameft vows were thus addrefsM. 
Spare man, ye gods 1 oh, let the nations live !' 
Let me be wretched, but let Rome furvive. 
Or if this head fuffices not alone, 950 

My wife, my fons, yQur anger fhall atone : 

If 
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If blood the yet unfated war demand. 

Behold my pledges left in fortune's hand I 

Ye cruel powers, who urge me with your hate. 

At length behold me crufti'd beneath the weight : 955 

Give then your long-purfuing vengeance o'er. 

And fpare the world, fince I can lofe no more. 

So faying, the tumultuous field he crofsM, 
Ajud warned from battle his defpau'ing hoft. 
Gladly the pains of death he had explorM, 9^0 

And fall'n undaunted on his pointed fword ; 
Had he not fear'd th' example might fucceed. 
And faithful nations by his fide would bleed. 
Or did his fwelling foul difdain to die, 
While his infulting father ftood fo nigh ? 965 

Fly where he will, the gods ihall Aill purfue. 
Nor his pale head ihall Tcape the vi6^or's view. 
Or elfe, perhaps, and Fate the thought approved, 
For her dear fake he fled, whom beft he lov'd ; 
Malicious Fortune to his wifii agreed, 97* 

And gave him in Cornelia's fight to bleed. 
Borne by his winged fteed at length away. 
He quits the purple plain, and yields the day. 
Fearlefs of danger, ftill fecure and great, , 

His daring foul fupports his loft eftate; 975 

Nor groans his breaft, nor fwell his eyes with tears, 
But ftill the fame majeftic form he wears. 
An ^wful grief fat decent in his face. 
Such as became his lofs, and Rome's difgrace : 
His mind, unbroken, keeps her conftant frame, 9S0 
In greatnefs and nu$fortune ftill the fame*} 

While 
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While fbrtunei who hit 4rfunpht dact boliel^* 
Unchanging feet him Uakve BhiHalhft^feld.. 
!Nowy^ ilHcntangled from -vnwidilf ^mwai 
O Pompe^ ! i%n thy former htfinmrt o*er « ^5 

At leifure now 4Tview thb glbriotat ^cene. 
And caU to mind Bow mig^itf thou baft been/ 
From anxious toils of emprre tulli thy ctre» 
And from thy thoughts exdude thtf^urd tid i i libr'i 
' Let the juft gods bear witnefs on thy Bd% * ^ ''^ ^ 
Thy caufe no more ihall by the fword be tiy*d^ 
Whether fad ATric (hall her lofs bemoan. 
Or Munda^s plains beneath their burden groan. 
The guilty bloodflied fliall be all their own. 
>Jo more the much-lov'd Pompey^s name fliall chnrm 
The peaceful world, with one confent, to arm j 
^or for thy fake, tier aw'd by thy con^mand. 
But for therafelves, the fighting fenate ftand : 
The war but one diftinftion ihall afford, 
♦And Liberty, or Cacfar, be the word. xooo 

Nor, oh ! do thou thy vanquifli'd lot deplore. 
But fly with pleafure from thofe feas of gore : 
Look back upon the horror, guiltlefs thou. 
And pity Caefar, for whofe fake they flow. 
With what a heart, what triumph (hall he come, rooj 
A vi5tor, red with Roman blood, to Rome ? 
Though mifery thy banifhment attends. 
Though thou (halt die, by thy falfe JRharianfiiendti 
Yet trull fecurely to the choice of heaven, 
ilnd know thy lofs was for a blefling gir'n 1 xoxo 

i Though flight may feem the warrior*s fliame and curfe $ 
To conquer, in a caufe like this, is worfe. 
And 
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And, oh ! let every mark of grief be fparM. 
May no tear fall, no groan, no figh be heard j 
Still let mankind' their Fompey's fate adbre, 10 15 

And" reverence thy fall, ev'n as thy height of pcfwcr. 
Meanwhile furvey th* attending world around. 
Cities by thee poffefsM, and monarchs crown 'd : 
^Oii Afric, or on Afia, caft thy eye, 
And mark the land where thou fhal t choofe to die. 1 020 

Larifla firft the conftant chief beheld. 
Still great, though flying from the fatal field : 
With loud acclaim her crowds his coming greet, 
And, iighing, pour their prefents at his feet. 
She crowns her altars^ and proclaims a feaft : 
Wosld pot on joy to chcar her noble gueft 5 
But wecpt, and begs to (hare his woes at leaft. 
So was he lov*d ev'n in his loft eftate. 
Such faith, fuch friendfliip, on his ruins wait j 
With cafe Phirfalia's lofs might be fuppIyM, 1030 
While eager nations haften to his lide : 
As if misfortune meant to blefs him moi-c. 
Than all his long profperity before. 
In vain, he cries, you bring the vanquiflrd aid ; 
Henceforth to C«far be your homage paid, 
Cart\r, who triumphs o*er yon heaps of dead. 
With that, his courfer urging on to flight. 
He vanifli'd from the mournful city's fight. 
With cries, and loud laments) they fill the air. 
And curfe the cruel gods, in fiercenefs of defpair, 104^ 

Now in huge lakes Hefperian crimfon flood, 
A»d C^far's fdf grew fatiated with blood. 

Y The 
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The great patricians falPn, his pity fpar'd 

The worthlefs, unrefifting> vulgar herd. 

Then^ while his glowing fortune yet was warm« 1045 

And fcattering terror fpread the wild alarm. 

Straight to the hoftile camp his way he bent. 

Careful to fcize the hafty fliers tent, 

The leifure of a night, and thinking to prevent. 

Nor reckM he much the weary foldiers -toil, lOjO 

But led them, prone, and greedy to the fpoil. 

Behold, he cries, our viftojy complete. 

The glorious recompence attends you yet : 

Much have you done to-day, for Caefar^s fake ; 

'Tis mine to fhew the prey, 'tis yours to take. 1055 

'Tis yours, whatever the vanqui(h*d foe has left j 

*Tis what your valour gain'd, and not my gift. 

Treafures immcnfe yon wealthy tents enfold. 

The gems of Afia, and Hefperian gold j 

For you the once-great Pompey's ftore attends, xo6o 

With regal fpoils of his barbarian friends : 

Hafte then, prevent the foe, and feize that good. 

For which you paid fo well with Roman blood. 

He faid ; and with the rage of rapine ftung. 
The multitude tumultuous ru(h along. 2065 

On fvvords, and fpears, on fires and fons they tread. 
And all remorfelefs fpurn the goiy dead. 
What trench can intercept, what fort withftand 
The brutal foldier*s rude rapacious hand ^ 
When eager to his crime^s reward he flies, 107© 

And, bath'd in blood, demands the horrid prize ? 

There, wealth colle6Ved from the world around. 
The deftin'd recompence <rf war, they found. 

Bat, 
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But, oh ! not golden Arimafpus' ftore, 

Nor all the Tagus or rich Iber pour, 1075 

Can fill the greedy vigor's griping hands : 

Rome, and the capitol, their pride demands j 

AH other fpoils they fcorn, as worthlefs prey. 

And count their wicked labours robbM of pay. 

Here, in patrician tents, plebeians reft, xo8e 

And regal couches are by ruffians prefsM : 

There impious parricides the bed invade. 

And deep where late their (laughter*d fires were laid. 

Meanwhile the battle ftands in dreams renewM, 

And Stygian horrors o'er their flumbers brood. 1085 

Ajftonifliment and dread their fouls infeft, 

And guilt fits painful on each heavinj^ bread:. 

Arms, blood, and death,, work in the labouring brain 5 

They figh, they ftart, they ftrive, and fight it o'er again. 

Afcending fiends infe6l the air around, 1090, 

And hell breathes baleful through the groaning ground ; 

Hence dire affright difti^afts the warriors fouls, 

Vengeance divine their daring hearts controuls. 

Snakes hifs, and livid fiame tormenting rolls. 

Each, as his hands in guilt have been imbrued^. 1095 

By fome pale fpe^re fiies all night purfued. 

In various forms the ghofts unnumber'd groan. 

The brother, friend, the fatlier, and the fon: 

To every wretch his proper phantom fell, 

While Caefar fleeps the general care of hell. iio» 

Such were his pangs as mad Oreftcs felt. 

Ere yet the Scythian altar purg'd his guilt. 

Such horrors Pentheus, fiich Agave knew 5 

He when his rage firft came, and (he when her's withdrew. 
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Prcfent and future fwords his bofom bears, 1105 

And feels the blow that Brutqa now defers. 
Vengeance, in all her pomp of pain, attends ; 1, 

To wheels (he^inds him, and with vultures rends, > 
With racks of confcience, and with whips of fiends* J 
But foon the vifionary horrors pafs, ixio 

And his firft rage with day refumes its place : 
Again his eyes rejoice to view the (lain. 
And run unwearyM o*er the dreadful plain. 
He bids his train prepare his impious board* 
And feafts amidft the heaps of death abhorr*d» 11x5, 
There each- pale face at leifure he may know. 
And ftill behold the purple current fkiw. 
He views the woeful wide horizon round. 
Then joys that earth is no where to be found, 
And owns, thofe gods he ferves, hisutmoft wifb have 

crownM ; 

Still greedy to poflefs the cursM delight. 
To glut his foul, and gratify his fight. 
The laft funereal honours he denies. 
And poifons with the ftench Emathia's (kies. 
Not thus the fwom inveterate foe of Rome, ixjj 

KefusM the vanquifhM conful's bones a tomb : 
His piety the country round beheld. 
And bright with fires ftione Cannae's fatal field. 
But Caefar's rage from fiercer motives rofe 5 
Thefe were his countrymen, his word of foes. ixjo 
But, oh ! relent, forget thy hatred pad. 
And give the wandering fhades to reft at laft. 
Nor feek we fingle honours for the dead^ 
At once let nations on the pile be laid s 
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Toifctfdfhcflame, let heapy fortfts rife. 

Far be it fefeti to ifret the ruddy ikies, 

And grieve defpairing Pdmpey where he flies. 

£Lnow too, proud conqueror, thy wrath in VJihi 
Strews with unbury'^ carcafes the plain. 
*What is it to thy malice, if they burn, 11*4^ 

Rot in the field, or moulder iii the um ? 
The forms of matter all diflblvihg die, 
^nd loft in nature^s blending bofdm lie. 
Though now thy ctoelty denies a grave, 
Thefe and the woifld 6ile common Idt fhall have j 1 14.5 
One laft appointed flame, by Fate's decree. 
Shall wafte yon azure heavens, this earth, and fea | 
Shall knead the dead up in one mingled mafs. 
Where ftars and they fliall nndiftinguifti'd pafs. 
And though thou fcom their fellow'fliip, yet know. 
High as thy own can foar thefe fouls fhall go 5 
Or find, perhaps, a better place below. 
Death is beyond thy Goddefs Fortune's power. 
And parent Earth receives whatever flie bore. 
Not will we mourn thofe Romans fate, who lie 1155 
Beneath the glorioiB covering of the flcy j 
That ftarry arch for ever round them turns, 
A nobler flielter far than tombs or urns. 

But wherefore parts the loathing vi6lor hence ? 
X)oes'flaughtcr ftrike too ftrongly on thy fenfej ii$# 
Yet ftay, yet breathe the thick infe5lious ftream. 
Yet quaff with joy the blood-polluted fleam. 
But Tee, they fly ! the daring warriors yield! 
And £he dead heaps drive Caefar from the f*eld ! 

Y 3 >^^^ 
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Now to the prey, gaunt wolves, a howling train, 1145 
Speed hungry l^rom the far Biflonian plain j 
From Pholoe the tawny l»on comes. 
And growling bears forfake their darkfome homes : 
With thcfe, lean dogs in herds obfcene repair. 
And every kind that fnufFs the tainted air. nye 

For food the cranes their wonted flight delay. 
That erft to warmer Nile had wing'd their way : 
With them the feathered race convene from far. 
Who gather to the prey, and wait on war. 
Ne>r were fuch docks of vultures feen to fly, 1175 
And hide with fpreading plumes the crouded (ky : 
Gorging on limbs in every tree they fat. 
And dropd raw morfels down, and gory fat : 
Oft their tir*d talons, loofening as they fled, 
3lain\i horrid offals on the vigor's head. jjgo 

But while the (lain fupply'd too full a feaft. 
The plenty bred fatiety at laft ; 
The ravenous feeders riot at their eafe. 
And fingle out what dainties beft may pleafe. 
Part borne away, the reft neglefted lie, ug^ 

For neon-day funs, and parching winds, to drj' ; 
Till length cf time fliall wear them quite away. 
And mix them with Emathia's common clay. 

Oh fatal Theflaly ! Oh land abhorrM ! 
How have thy fields the hate of heaven incurred j X190 
That thus the gods to thee deftruftion doom. 
And load thee with the curfe of falling Rome ! 
Still to new crimes, new horrors, doll thou hafle, 
Wiicn yet ihy former raifchiefs fcarce were paft, 

Whit 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book VII. 327 

What rolling .years, what ages, can repay 11 95 

The multitudes thy wars have fwept away ! 

Though tombs and urns their numerous ftore Ihould 

fpread. 
And long antiquity yield all her dead f 
Thy guilty plains more flaughter'd Romans hold", 
Than all thofe tombs, and all thofe urns, infold. 120© 
Hence bloody fpots fliall ftain thy grafTy green. 
And crirafon dr^ps on bladed corn be feen : 
Each plowfhare fome dead patriot fhall moleft, 
Dillurb his bones, and rob his ghoft of reft. 
Oh I had the guilt of war been all thy own, izof 

Were civil rage confinM to thee alone j 
No mariner his labouring bark fhould moor,^. 
In hopes of fafety, on thy dreadful fliore ; 
No Twain thy fpedlre- haunted plain fhould know. 
Nor turn thy blood-ftainM fallow with his plow: 121 a^ 
No (hepherd e'er fhould drive his flock to feed, 
"Where Romans (lain enrich the verdant mead : 
All defolate (hould lie thy land and wafte. 
As in fome fcorchM or frozen region placed.. 
But the great gods forbid our partial hate 121^. 

On Theflaly's diftinguifh'd land to wait j 
New blood, and other flaughters, they decree^. 
And others fliall be guilty too, like thee.. 
Munda and Mutina fliall boaft their flain^ Tr 

Pachynus' waters fliare the purple ftain,. J. 

And. Allium juftify Pharfalia's plain, j. 

V4, ILUCAN^S 
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BOOK VUI. 

THE ARC UM E N T. 

From Pharfalia, Pompey iltes, firft to LarifTa, and after 
to the fea-ihore ; where he embarks r.^n a fmall 
vcfl'el for Lcfbos. There, after a melaocboly meetiDg 
with Cornelia, and his rcfufal of the Mityiemaii» 
invitations, he embarks with his wife for the coaft 
of Alia. In the way thither he is joined by his fon 
Sextus, and feveral perfons of diflin^liony who bad 
fled likewii'e from the late battle 5 and amoD^ the 
reft by Deiotarus, king of Gallo-Graecia. To him he 
recommends the Ibliciting of fupplies from the king 
of Parthia, and the reft of his allies in Afia. After 
coafting Cilicia for fome time, he comes at lengtk 
to a little town called Syedra or Syedrae, where great 
rart of the fenate meet him. With thefe, he deli- 
Derates upon the prelcnt circumftances of the com- 
monwealth, and propofes either Mauritania, ^gypt, 
or Parthia, as the proper places where he may hope 
to be received, and from whofe kingB he may expeft 
affiftance. In his own opinion he inclines to the 
Parthians ; but this Lentulus, in a long oration, 
oppofes very warmly ; and, in confideration of young 
Ptolemy's perfonal obligations to Pompey, prefers 
TEgyut. This advice is generally approved and fol- 
lowed, and Pompey lets fail accordingly for ^gypt. 
Uj)on his arrival on that coaft, the king calls a coun- 
cil, where at the inftigation of Pothinus, a villain- 
ous miniftcr, it is refolved to take his life; and the 
execution of this order is committed to the care of 
Achillas, formerly the king's governor, and then 

general 
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I^neral of the army. He> with Sejitimius, a rene- 
gade Roman foldier, who had forineriy fcrved under 
Pompey, i^pon fome frivolous pretences, perfuades 
him to quit his ihip, and come into their boat$ 
where, as they make towards the fhore, he trea -^ 
cheroufly murders him, in the fight of his wife, his 
ion, and the reft o£ his fleet. His head is cut ofF> 
and his body thrown into the Tea. The head is 
fixed upon a fpear, and carried to Ptolemy ; who^ 
after he had feen it, commands it to be enibahned; 
In the fucceeding night, one Cordus, who had been 
a fbtlowor of Pompey, finds the trunk floating near 
the ihcre, brings it to land with, fome difficulty $ 
and, with a few planks that remained from a (hip- 
wrecked vei&l, burns it. The melancholy defcrip- 
tion of this mean funeral, with the poet's inveftive 
againfl the gods, and fortune, for their unworthy 
treatment 4)f fo great a man, concludes this book. 

NOW through the vale, by great Alci<les made. 
And the fweet maze of Tempers pleafing fhade, 
Chearlefe, thy flying chief renewed his fpeed. 
And urg'dj with gory fpurs, his fainting fteed. 
FaU'n from the former greatnefs of his mind, 5 

He turns where doubtful paths obfcurely wind. 
The fellows of his flight increafe his dread» 
While hard behind the trampling horfemen tread t 
He ftarts at every rufHing of the trees. 
And fears the whifpers of each murmnring breeze, f^i 
He feels not yet, alas ! bis loft eftate ; 
And, though he flies, believes himfelf ftill great j. 
Imagines millions for his life are bid, 
And rates his awny as he would Caslaf 9 head< 

Whcrc^ 
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Whcre-e'er his fear explores untrodden ways. 

His well-known viiage ^I his flight betrays. 

Many he meets unl^nowing of his chance, 

Whofe gathering forces to his aid adrance. 

With gaze aftoniffi'd, thefe their chief behold. 

And fcarce believe what by himfelf is told. 

In vain, to covert, from the world he flies. 

Fortune ftili grieves him with purAiing eyes : 

hlill agG:ravatss, ftill urges his difgrace. 

And galls him with the thoughts of what he was. 

His youthful triumph fadly now returns. 

His Pontic and piratic wars he mourns, 

Wliilc flung with fecret ihame and anxious care he 

burns. 

Thus asjc to forrows oft the great betrays, 
W)icn lols of empire comes with length of days. 
Life and enjoyment ftill one end fliall have, 30 

J. ell early mifery prevent the grave, 
'J lie good, that lafts not, was in vain beftow'd. 
And eafe once paft bt-comes the prefent load : 
Then let the wife, in fortune's kindeft hour, 35 

Still keep one fafe retreat within his power; 
Let death be near, to guard him from fuiprize. 
And free him, when the fickle goddefs flies. 

Now to thole fhorcs the haplels Pompey came. 
Where houry Peneus rolls his ancient ftream : 
Kiil with iOmathian flaughtcr ran his flood, 40 

And dy'd the ortan deep in Roman blood. 
There a poor baric, wiiolc keel pcrhips might glide 
Sale down fbnic rivu's Imooth ddccnding ti:Ie, 

Received 
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RereivM the mighty mafter of the main, 

VVhofe fpreading navies hide the liquid plain. 45 

In this he braves the winds and ftormy fea. 

And to the Lefbian ifle direfts his way. 

There the kind partner of his every care. 

His faithful, lov'd Cornelia, languifh'd there : 

At that fad diftance more unhappy far, 50 

Than in the midft of danger, death, and war. 

There on her heart, ev'n all the live-long day. 

Foreboding thought a weary burden lay : 

Sad vifions haunt her (lumbers with affright. 

And Theflaly returns with every night. 35 

Soon as the ruddy morning paints the ikies. 

Swift to the fliore the penfire mourner flies j 

There, lonely fitting on the cliff's bleak brow. 

Her fight fhe fixes on the feas below j 

Attentive marks the wide horizon-s bound, 60 

And kens each fail that rifes in the round : 

Thick beats her heart, as every prow draws near. 

And dreads the fortunes of her lord to hear. 

At length, behold ! the fatal bark is come ! 
See! the fwoln canvas labouring with her doom. 65 
Preventing fame, misfortune lends him wings. 
And Pompey's felf his own fad ftory brings. 
Now bid thy eyes, thou loft Cornelia, flow, 
. And change thy fears to certain forrows, now* 
Swift glides the woeful veflel on to land 5 70 

Forth flies the headlong matron to the ftrand. 
There foon fhe found what worft the gods could do, ' 
There foon her dear much-alter'd lord fhe knew ; 
Though fearful all and ghaftly was his hue. 

Rad< 
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Rude, o'er his face, his hoary locks were grown, 75 

And diift was caftnpon his Roman giwvn. 

She faw, and, fainting, funk in fddaen night ; 

Grief ftopp'd her breath, and (hat oat loathfbme ligfct: 

The loofening nerves no more their force exert. 

And motion ceas'd within the freezing heart 5 to 

Death kindly feem*d her wifhes to obey. 

And, ftretch'd upon the beach, a corfe /he lay. 

But now the mariners the veffel moor. 
And Pompey, landing, views the lonely fliore. 
The faithful maids their loud lamentings ceased, S5 
And rcverendly their ruder grief fupprefs'd. 
Straight, while with duteous care they kneel around, 
And lailc their wretched mi ftrefs from the groond. 
Her lord infolds her with a (tri6l embrace. 
And joins his cheek clofe to her lifelefs face : 90 

At the known touch, her failing fenfe returns. 
And vital warmth in kindling blufhes bums. 
At length, from virtue thus he fceks relief. 
And kindly cliidcs her violence of grief : 94 

Can ft thou then fmk, thou daughter of the great, 
Sprung from the noblcit guardians of our (late ; 
Can ft thou thus yield to the firft (liock of fate ? 
Whatever deathlefs monummts of praife 
Thy fcx can merit, 'tis in thcc to raife. 
On man alone life's ruder trials wait, jo% 

The fields of battle, and the cares of ftate; 
While the wife's virtue then is only try'd. 
When faithlcfs fortune quits her hufband's fide. 
Arm then thy foul, the glorious tafk to prove. 
And learn, thy mifciable lord to love, 105 

4 Behoid 
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Behold me of my power and pomp bereft,. 

By all my kings, and by Rome's fathers left i 

Oh make that loA thy glory ; and be thou 

The only follower of Pompey now. 

This grief becomes thee not,, while I furvive ; xim. 

W|r wounds not thee, iince I am ftill alive : 

Thefe tears a dying hufband ihould dqplore. 

And only fall when Pompey is no more. 

*Tis true, my former greatnefs all is loft ; 

Who weep for that, no love for me can boaft. 

But mourn the lofs of what they valued moft. 

Mov*d at her lord*s reproof, the matron rofe ; 
Yet, ftill complaining, thus avowM her woes : 

Ah ! wherefore was I not much rather led, 
A fatal bride, to Caeiar^s hated bed ? ii# 

To thee unlucky, and a curfe, I came, 
Unbleft by yellow Hymen^s holy fiame : 
My bleeding Cra/Tus, and his fire, ftood by^ 
And fell £r3mnis (hook her torch on high* 
My fate on thee die Pardiian vengeance dtzvn, 115 
And urges heaven to bate the jufter cauie. 
Ah ! my once greateft lord ! ah ! cruel b^ur * 
Is thy vi^orious head in fortune^s p«wer i 
Since miferies my baneful love porTue, 
Why did I wed thee, only to undo > t^ 

But fee, to death my willing neck I h^ysr ^ 
Atone the angry gods by <mt kind h^Vmf^ 
Long fince, for tfaet, my life I w^m/M betr^ l^¥^ ^ 
Yet, let me^ yet prevcflt tl» wratb <A ^t^sm^h^ 



1 



334 R O W E'S P O E M S. 

Kill me, and fcatter me upon the fea. 

So (hall propitious tides thy fleets convey. 

Thy kings be faitM'ul, and the world obey. 

And thou, where-e'er thy Allien phantom flies. 

Oh ! Julia I let thy rival's blood fuffice; 

Let me the rage of jealous vengeance bear, j^ 

But him, thy lord, thy once-lov'd Pompey (pare* 

She faid, and funk within his arms again ; 
In ftrearas of forrow melt the monrnful train : 
Ev'n his, the warrior's eyes, were forc'd to yield. 
That faw, without a tear, Pharfalia's fleld. 145 

Now to the ftrand the Mitylenians prefs'd. 
And humbly thus befpoke their noble gueft : 
If, to fucceeding times, our ifle (hall boaft 
The pledge of Pompey left upon her coaft, 
Difdain not, if thy prefence now we claim, 150 

And fain would confecrate our walls to fame. 
JVlake thou this place in future ftory great. 
Where pious Romans may direft their feet. 
To view with adoration thy retreat. 
This may we plead, in favour of the town; 15S 

That, while mankind the profperous vidlor own. 
Already, Caefar's foes avow'd, are we. 
Nor add new guilt, by duty paid to thee. 
Some fafety too our ambient feas fecurej 
Ca:iar wants (hips, and we defy his power^ jio 

Here may Rome's fcatterM fathers well unite 
And arm again(t a fecond happier fight. 
'Our Lefbian youth with ready courage ilands^ 
To man thy navies, or recruit thy bands. 

For 
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For gold, whate'er to facred ufe is lent, 165 

Take it, and the rapacious foe prevent. 

This only mark of friendftiip we intreat. 

Seek not to fliun us in thy low eftate 5 

But let our Lefbos, in thy ruin, prove. 

As in thy greatnefs, worthy of thy love. jy 

Much was the leader mov'd, and joy'd to find 
Faith had not quite abandoned human-kind. 
To me (he cry'd) for ever were you dear j 
Witncfs the pledge committed to your care : 
Here in fecurity I plac'd my home, 175 

My houfliold-gods, my heart, my wife, my Rome. 
I Icnow what ranfom might your pardon buy. 
And yet I truft you, yet to you I fly. 
But, oh ! too long my woes you fingly bear; 
I leave you, not for lands which I prefer. 
But that the world the common load may ihare. 
Le(bos ! for ever facred be thy name ! 
May late pofterity thy truth proclaim ! 
Whether thy fair example fpread around. 
Or whether, fingly, faithful thou art found : 185 

For 'tis refolv'd, 'tis fix*d within my mind. 
To try the doubtful world, and prove mankind. 
Oh ! grant, good heaven 1 if there be one alone. 
One g^cious power fo loft a caufe to own, 
Orant, like the Lefbians, I my friends may find; 199 
Such who, though Casfar tlireaten, dare be kind : 
Who, with the fame juft hofpitable heart. 
May leave me free to enter, or depart. 

He ccas'd ; and to the ihip his partner bore. 
While loud complainings fill the founding ihore. \^^ 



33^ ROW E'« P O B M S, 

It fcemM as if the nation with her pafs'd, 

And banifhment had laid their ifland' wafte. 

Their fecond forrows they to Pompey give. 

For her, as for their citizen, they grieve, 

Ev'n though gladviftory hadcaird her thence, tm 

And her lord's bidding been the juft pretence j 

The Le(bian matrons had in tears been drown^d^ 

And brought her weeping to the watery bound. 

So was (he lovM, Co winning was her grace. 

Such lowly fweetnefs dwelt upon her fhcc 5 105 

J 11 fuch humility her life (he Jed, 

Ev'n while her lord was Rome^s conunanding head; 

As if his fortune were already fltd. 

Half hid in feas dcfcending Phoebus lay. 
And upwards half, half downwards (hot the day j Hi 
When wakeful cares revolve in Pompey's foul, 
And run the wide world o'er, from pole to pole. 
Each realm, each city, in his mind are weigh'-d. 
Where he may fly, from whence depend on aid, 
WearyM at length beneath the load of woes, 215 

And thofe fad fccnes his future views difcloie^ 
In converfation for relief he fought. 
And exercisM on various themes his thought. 
Now fits he by the careful pilot's fide. 
And aflcs what rules their watery journey guide j iM 
What lights of heaven his art attends to moft^ 
Bound by the Libyan or the Syrian coaft. 

To him, intent upon the rolling fkies. 
The heaven-inftrufted fhipman thus replies t 
Of all yon multitude of golden ftars, 175 

Which the wide rounding fphere incefTant bears. 
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The cautious mariner relies on none, 
But keeps him to the conllant pole alone* 
When o'er the yard the lefler Bear afpires. 
And from the topmift gleam its paly fires, 23« 

Then Bofphorus near-neighbouring we explore. 
And hear loud billows beat the Scythian Ihore : 
But when Califto's fhining Ton deicends, 
And the low Cynofure towVds ocean bendt, • 
Por Syria ftraight we know the veflel bears, 235 

Where firft Canopos' fouthem fign appears. 
If ftill upon the left thofe ftars thou keep, 
And, pafling Pharos, plow the foamy deep. 
Then right a-head thy lucklefs bark (hall reach 
The Libyan ihoals, and Syrts unfaithful beach. 24.0 
But fay, for lo ! on thee attends my hand, 
What courfe daft thou alfign? what feas, what 

land? 
Speak, and the helm fhall turn at thy command 

To him the chief, by doubts uncertain toft ; 
Oh, fly the Latian and TheiTalian coaft: 245 

Thofe only lands avoid. For all befide. 
Yield to the driving winds, and rolling tide 4 
Let fortune, where (he pleafe, a port provide. 
Till Le(bos did my deareft pledge i-eftore. 
That thought determinM me to feek thatfhorfi^ 250 
All porta, all regions, hut thofe fatal two. 
Are equal to unhappy Pompey now. 

Scarce had he fpoke, when ftraight the mafter vecr'd. 
And right for Chios, and for Afia fteer'd. 
The working waves the courfe inverted feel, 255 

And da(h and foam beneath the winding keel. 

Z Witli 
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With art like this, on rapid chariots borne. 
Around the column fkiiful racers turn : 
The nether wheels beai' nicely on the goal. 
The farther, wide, in diftant circles roll. sSo 

Now day's bright beams the various earth difdoic^ 
And o'er the fading flars the fun arofe j 
When Pompey gathering to his iide beheUl 
The fcatter'd relicts of Pharfalia's 6eld. 
Firil from the Lefbian iile his fon drew sear^ ^5 
And foon a troop of faithful chiefs appear. 
Nor purple princes, yet, difdain to wait 
On vanquilh'd Pompey's humbler low eftate. 
Proud raonarchs, who in eaftem kingdoms reign. 
Mix in the great illuftrious exile^s train. 370 

From thefe, apart, Deiotarus be draws. 
The long-approv'd companion of his cauie 5 
Thou beft (he cries) of all my royal friends! 
Since with our lofs Rome*s power and empire endsi 
What yet remains, but that we call from far S75 

The ealtern nations, to fupport the war ! 
Euphrates has not own'd proud Csefar's fide. 
And Tigris jolls a yet unconquerM tide. 
Let it not grieve thee, then, to feek for aid 
From the wild Scythian, and remoteft Mede* ^S^ 

To Parthia's monarch my diftrei's declare. 
And at his throne fpeak this my humble prayer. 
If faith in ancient leagues is to be found. 
Leagues by our altars and your Magi bound. 
Now firing the Getic and Armenian bow, ^1$ 

And in full quivers feathered Aiafts bellow. 

If 
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If when 6*er Caipian lulls my troops I led, 

*Gainfl: Allans* in eternal warfare bred, 

I fought not once to malce your Parthtans yields 

But left them free to range the Perfian field. 290 

Beyond th* Aflyrian bbunds my eagles flew. 

And conquered icalms, that Cyrus never knew | 

£ir*n to the utiaoft eaft I urg'd my way. 

And ere the Perfian, faw the riling day : 

Yet wkile beneath my yoke the nations bend, 195 

I fought the Parthian only as my friend. 

Yet mores ^'^^^^^ Cacne blvih'd with Craffus' blood. 

And Latium her fevereft Tengeance vow*d ; 

When war with Parthia was the common cry. 

Who ftop'd theiiiry of that rage, but I r 300 

If this be true, through Zeagma take your way, 

Nor let Euphrates* fbream the march delay j 

In gratitude, to my afliftance come ; 

^ight Pompey's caufe, and conquer willing Rome. 

He faid j the ^nonarch chearfully obeyM, 305 

And ftraight afide his royal robes he laid ; 
Then bid his -flaves their humbler veftments bring t 
And in that fenrile veil conceals the king. ^ 
Thus majefty gives its proud trappings o*er. 
And humbly fteks for fafety fix>m the poor. 310 

The peor, who no difguifes need, nor wear ; 
Unbleft with greatnefs, and unvexM with fear. 
His princely friend now fafe conveyed to land. 
The chief o'erpafs'd the fam'd Ephefian (band, 
Icarta's rocks, with Colophon^s fmooth deep, 315 

And foamy cliflfa with, rugged Samos keep. 

Z 2 From 
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From Coan (hores foft breathes the weftern wind. 

And Rhodes and Gnidos foon arc left behind. 

Then croiKng o'er Telmeffos' ample bay. 

Right ro Pamphilia's coaft he cuts his way. jio 

Sulpicicus of the land, he keeps the main, 

'I'ill poor Phafelis, firft, receives his wandering train. 

There, free from fears, with eafe he may command 

Her citizens, fcarce equal to his band. 

Nor lingering there, his fwelling fails are fpread, 325 

Till he difccrns proud Taurus' rifing head : 

A mighty mals he iiands, while down his iide 

Dcibending Dipfas rolls his headlong tide* 

In a flight bark he runs fecurely o'er 

The pirates once-infefted dreadful ihore. 330 

Ah ! when he fet the watery empire free. 

And fvvept the fierce Cilician from the fea. 

Could the fuccel'sful warrior have forethought 

'I'was for his future fafety, then, he fought 1 

At length the gathering fathers of the ftate, 335 

In full afleir.bly, on their leader wait : 

Within Syedra's walls their fenate meets. 

Whom, fighing, thus th' illuftrious exile greets. 

My friends ! who with me fought, who with me fl«d, 
And now are to me in my country's ftead | 340 

Though quite dcfenceleis and unarm'd we ftand^ 
On this Cilician, naked, foreign ftrand j 
Though every mark of fortune's wrath we bear. 
And fcem to feek for counfel in defpair 5 
Preferve your fouls undaunted, free, and great, 345 
And know I am not fall'n intirely, yet. 

Spite 
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Spite of the ruins of Emathia's plain, 

Yet can I rear ray drooping head again. 

From Afric's duft abandoned Marius rofe. 

To feize the Fafces, and infult his foes. 350 

My lofs is lighter, lefs is my difgrace ; 

Shall I defpair to reach my former place ? 

Still on the Grecian feas my navies ride, 

And many a valiant leader owns my fide. 

All that Pharfalia's lucklefs field could do, 355 

Was to difperfc my forces, not fubdue. 

Still fafe beneath my former fame I ftand, 

Dear to the world, and lov*d in every land. 

'Tis yours to counfel and determine, whom 

We (hall apply to, in the caufe of Rome ; 3^0 

What faithful friend may beft affiftance bring f 

The Libyan, Parthian, or Egyptian kvng. 

For me, what courfe my thoughts incline to take. 

Here freely, and at large, I mean to fpeak. 

What moft diflike me in the Pharian prince, 365 

Are his raw years, and yet unpra£lis'd fenfe t 

Virtue, in youth, no ftable footing finds. 

And conftancy is built on manly minds. 

Nor, with lefs danger, may our truft explore 

The faith uncertain of the crafty Moor : 37^ 

From Carthaginian blood he draws his race, 

Still mindful of the vanquiihM town's difgrace j 

From thence Numidian mifchiefs he derives. 

And Hannibal in his falfe heart furvivcs : 

With pride he faw fubmiffive Varus bowy 575 

And joys to beai' the Roman power lies low^ 

Z i Tg 
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To warlike Parthia therefore let us turn. 

Where (lars unknown in diftant aaure bum { 

Where Cafpian hills to part the world ariie. 

And night and day fucceed in other ikies } 310 

Where rich Aflyrian plains Euphrates laves. 

And feas difcolour'd roll their ruddy waves. 

Ambition, there, delights in arms to reign. 

There rufhing fquadrons thunder o'er the plain ; 

There young and old the bow promifcuous bend, jtj 

And fatal fhafts with aim unerring fend. 

They firft the Macedonian phalanx broke. 

And hand to hand repell'd the Grecian ftroke ; 

They drove the Mode and Ba£lrian from the field. 

And taught afpiring Babylon to yield j 3^ 

Fearlefs againft the Roman pile they flood. 

And triumphed in our vanquiftiM Craflfus' blood* 

Nor truft they to the points of piercing darts. 

But furniih death with new improving arts. 

In mortal juices dipt their arrows fly, 3^5 

And if they tafte the blood, the wounded die. 

Too well their powers and favouring gods we know, "} 

And wifti our fate much rather would allovr I 

Some other aid againft the common foe. J 

With unaufpicious fuccour (hall they come, 400 

Nurs'd in the hate and rivalfhip of Rome. 

With thefe, the neighbouring nations round fhall anuj 

And the whole eaft rouze at the dire alarm. 

Should the barbarian race their aid deny. 

Yet would I choofe in that ftrangc land to die : 405 

There let our fhipwreck'd poor remains be thrown. 

Cur lofs forgotten, and our names unknown : 

Securely 
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Securely there ill-fortune would I brave. 

Nor meanly fue to kings, whofe crowns I gave t 

From Casiar free, enjoy my lateft hoiur, 410 

And fcom hjs anger's and his mercy's pow'r. 

Still, when my thoughts my former <lays reftore,^. 

With joy, methinks, I run thofe regions o'erj 

There, much the better parts of life I prov'd^ 

Rever'dby all, applauded, andbelov'dj •42-5 

Wide o'er Maeotis fprcad my happy name; 

And Tanai's ran confcious of my fame ; 

My vanquiih'd enemies my conquefts moum'd^ 

And cover'd ftill with laurels, I retum'd. 

Approve then, Rome, my prefent cares for thee ; 410 

Thine is the gain, whate'er the event (hall be. 

What greater boon canft thou from heaven demand^. 

Than in thy caufe to arm the Parthian'^s hand ? 

Barbarians thus fhall wage thy civil war. 

And thofe that hate thee,, in thy ruin ihare^ 425 

When Cxfar and Phraates battle join,. 

They muft revenge, or CrafTus' wrongs, or- mine. 

The leader ceas'd | and ftraight a murmuring found 
Ran through the difapproving fathers round. 
With thefe, in high prc-eraineiKe, there fate 4jd. 

Diftinguiih'd Lentulus, the conful late : . 
None with more generous indignation ihing,. 
Or nobler grief, beheld his country's wrong* 
Sudden he rofe, rever'd, and thus began,. 
In words that well became the fubjcft, and the man j. 

Can then Pharfalia's ruins thus control 
The former greatnefs of thy Roman foul ? 

Z.4 Muft- 
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Muft the whole world, our laws and countr]r^.]rkId 
To one unlucky day, one ilUfonght field f 
Haft thou no hopes of fuccour, no retreat, . 440 

But mean proftration at the Parthian*t feet ? 
Art thou grown weary of our earth and (kjf 
That thus thou feek'ft a fugitive to fly } 
New ftars to view, new regions to explore^ 
Tokam new manners, and new gods adore? 445 
WUt thou before Chaldean altars bend* > 

Worlhip their fires, and on their kings depend ? 
Why didft thou draw the world to arms around. 
Why cheat mankind with liberty^s fweet found f 
Why on Emathia*s plain fierce Caefar brave, 45* 

When thou canft yield thyfelf a tyrant's flare t 
Shall Partbia, who with terror fliook from far. 
To hear thee nam'd, to head the Roman war, 
Who faw thee lead proud monarchs in thy chain. 
From wild Hyrcania and the Indian main j 455 

Shall (he, that very Parthia, Cee thee now, 
A poor, dejefted, humble fuppliant bow ? 
Then haughtily with Rome her greatnefs mate. 
And fcorn thy country, for thy groveling fate ? 
Thy tongue, in eaftem languages untaught, 460 

Shall want the words that fhould explain thy thought i 
Tears, then, unmanly, muft thy fuit declare $ 
And fuppliant hands, uplifted, fpeak thy prayer. 
Shall Parthia (fhall it to our ihame be known) 
Revenge Rome's wrongs, ere Rome revenge her own ? 
Our war no inteifering kings demands, 466 

Nor fliall be truftcd to barbarian hands s 

Among 
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Among ourfdves our bonds we will deplore. 

And Rome fhall ferve the rebel fon ftie bore.^ 

Why would'ft thon bid our foes trangrefs their bouni}. 

And teach their feet to tread Hefperian ground ? 

With cn%n8, torn from Craflus> (hall they come. 

And, with his ravifti'd honours, threaten Rome j 

His fate thofe blood-ftainM eagles fhall recall. 

And hover dreadful o'er their native wall. 47^ 

Canft thou believe the monarch, who withheld 

His only forces from Emathia^s field. 

Will bring his fuccours to thy waining flate, 

And bravely now defy the vigor's hate ? 

No eaftern courage forms a thought fo great. 

In cold laborious climes the wintery north 

Brings her undaunted hardy warriors forth. 

In body and in mind untaught to yield. 

Stubborn of foul, and fteady in the field ; * 

While Afia's fofter climate, form'd to pleafc, 4S5 

DifTolves her fons in infolence and eafe. 

Here filken robes inveft unmanly limbs. 

And in long trains the flowing purple flreams. 

Where no rude hills Sarmatia's wilds reftrain, 

Or rufliing Tigris cuts the level plain. 

Swifter than winds along the champian borne, 

At liberty they fly, or fight, or turn. 

And, diftant ftill, the vain purfuer fcom. 

Nor with like eafe they force their warlike way, 

Where rough unequal grounds their fpeed delay* 495 

Whene'er the thicker fhades of night arife, 

Unaim'd the ihaft, and unavailing, flies. 

Nor 
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Nor are they fonnM with coolfaiiicj to meet 

Thofe toils, that make the puttieg foldier fweat : 

To climb the heights, to ftem the rapid flood. 

To make the dafty noon-day battle good. 

Horrid with wounds, and cnifted o*er in blood. 

Nor wars machines they know, nor have the (kill 

To (hake the rampire, or the trench to fill s 

Each fence that can their winged (hafts endure, 50J 

Stands, like a fort impregnable, fecure. 

Light are their (kirmiflies, their war is flight. 

And ilili to wheel their wavering troops delight* 

To taint their coward darts, is all their care. 

And then to truft them to the flitting air. 510 

Whenever their bows have fpent the feathered ftore. 

The mighty bufinefs of their war is o'er : 

No manly ftrokes they try, nor hand to hand 

With cleaving fwords in fturdy combate (bind. 

With Iwords the valiant ftill their foes invade j 515 

Theie call in drugs and poifon to their aid. 

Are thefe the powers to whom thou bidft us fly ? 

Is this the land in which thy bones would lie ? 

Shall thefe barbarian hands for thee provide 

The grave, to thy unhappy friend deny'd ? 5S0 

But be it (b 1 that death (hall bring thee peace. 

That here thy forrows and thy toils (hall cea(e. 

Death is what man fhould wifh. But, oh 1 what his 

Shall on thy wife, thy fad fiuirivor, wait ! 

For lier, where luft with lawlefs empire reigns, 515 

Somewhat more terrible than death remains. 

Have we not heard, with what abhon'd deiires 

'I'hc Parthian Venus feeds her guilty fires ? 

5 How 
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How their wild monarchy like the beftial race. 
Spreads the pollution of his lewd embrace ?^ 53* 

UnawM by i-everence of connubial rites, 
In multitudes, luxurious, he delights : 
When gorg'd with feafting, and inflamed with wine. 
No joys cto fate him, and no laws confine ; 
Forbidding Nature, then, commands in vain, 535 
From fifters and from mothers to abftain. 
The Greek and Roman, with a trembling ear, 
Th' unwilling crime of Oedipus may hear 5 
While Parthian kings like deeds, witlji glory, own, 
And boaft inceftuous titles to the throne. 549 

If crimes like thefe they can fecurely brave. 
What laws, what power, (hall thy Cornelia fave ? 
Think, how the helplefs matron may be led, 
' The thoufandth harlot, to the royal bed. 
Though when the tyrant clafps his noble flave, 545 
And hears to whom her plighted hand fhe gaye> 
Her beauties oft in fcom he fliall prefer. 
And choofe t* infult the Roman name in her. 
Thefe are the powers to whom thou would'ft fubmit, 
And Rome's revenge and CrafTus' quite forget. 550 
Thy caiife, preftrr'd to his, becomes thy fhame. 
And blots, in common, thine and Csefar's name* 
With how much greater glory might you join. 
To drive the Daci, or to free the Rhine I 
How well your conquering legions might you lead, 555. 
^Gainft the fierce Ba6hian and the haughty Mede i 
Level proud Babylon's afpiring domes. 
And with their fpoils inrich our flaughter'd leaders 
tombs ? 
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No longer. Fortune ! let our friendihip laft. 

Our peace, ill-omen'd, with the barbarous £ift ; 560 

If civil ftrife with Cacfar's conqueft end. 

To Afia let his profperous arms extend : 

Eternal wars there let the viftor wage. 

And on proud Parthia pour the Roman rage. 

There I, there all, his viftories may blefs, 565 

And Rome herfelf make vows for his fuccefs. 

Whene'er thou pafs the cold Araxes o>r. 

An aged ihade (hall greet thee on the fliore, 

Transfix'd with arrows, mournful, pale, and hoar. 

And art thou ((hall he cry, complaining) come 570 

In peace and friendihip, to tliefe foes of Rome i 

Thou I from whofe hand we hopM revenge in vain, 1 

Poor naked ghofts, a thin unbury'd train, > 

That flit, lamenting, o'er this dreary plain ? J 

On every fide new obje6ls (hall difclofe 575 

Some mournful monument of Roman woes ; 

On every wall frc(h marks thou (halt dcfcry. 

Where pale Hefpeiian heads were fix'd on high: 

Each river, as he rolls his purple tide. 

Shall own his waves in Latian (laughter dy'd. 580 

If fights like ihefe thou canft with patience bear. 

What are the honors which thy foul would fear ? 

Ev'n Caefar's felf with joy may be beheld, 

Inthron'd on (laughter in Emathia's field* 

Say then, we grant, thy cautions were not vain^ 5 J5 

Of Punic frauds and Juba's faithlefs reign j 

Aboimding -ffigypt ihall receive thee yet. 

And yield, unquellion'd, a fecure retreat. 

By 



I 



LUCAN'S PHx\RSALIA, Book Vlll. 345 

By nature ftrcngthen'd with a dangerous ftrand. 

Her Syrts and untry'd channeU guard the land. 59© 

Rich in the fatnefs of her plenteous foil. 

She plants her only confidence in Nile. 

Her monarch, bred beneath thy guardian cares. 

His crown, the largefs of thy bounty, wears. 

Nor let unjuft fufpicions brand his truth j 595 

Candour and innocence ftill dwell with youth. 

Truft not a power accuftom'd to be great. 

And vers'd in wicked policies of ftate. 

Old kings, long harden'd in the regal trade. 

By intercft and by craft alone are fway'd, 

And violate with eafe the leagues they made : 

While new ones iall make confcience of the truft. 

True to^eir friends, and to their fubje^^s juft. 

He fpoke i the liftenftig fathers all were raovM, 
And with concurring votes the thought approvM. 605 
So much cv'n dying Liberty prevaird. 
When Pompey*8 fuf&age, and his couniel failM. 

And now Cilicia^s coaft the fleet forfake. 
And o'er the watery plain for Cyprus make. 
Cyprus to lore's ambroflal goddels dear, 6i% 

For ever grateful fmoke^the altars there s 
Indulgent ftill ftie hears the Paphian vows, 
And loves the favourite feas ftom whence flw role. 
So Fame reports, if we may credit Fame, 
When her fond tales the birth of gods pfoclaim, 
Unborn, and from#etemity the fame. 
The craggy clifts of Cyprus quickly paft. 
The chief runs fouthward o>r the ocean vaft. 

Nor 
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Nor views lie^ throvj^ the iniuky ¥al of nighty 

The Cifian aiQQiitMns far <ltfttfigoifliM lieigkc;^ 

The high-hung lanteniy t the beamy light. 

Hap'ly at leng die hbowiiig ctBVSt Wre 

Full on the £ullieft bonndf ni MgffCt hanp 

Where near Fdofiua parting Kile 4cfceiid<, 

And in her utmoft eaftera channd eodi* $9$ 

^Twat now tfae-time^ when equal Jove on higfi 

Had hung ttie golden balance of the flcf t 

But» ah! not long Aich jttft pKO|NMtiiMalaft» 

The rig^tecfot feafim foon was changed and.|paA^| 

And Springes tncroachmeB^ on tbe Aomming Ai«d% 

Was fully to the wintery aigMt nqml t 

'When to theefaSicf from Ihon ikcy made mpoit^ 

That, near high Oifium, ky>^ FbanaB^coiiru 

This^ known, he thither tuma hit ready iaily 

The light yet lifting with the favouring gab. 635 

The fleet arrived, the news ^es fwiftlynmnd. 

And their new guefts the troubled court confound. 

The time was fhort ; however the council met. 

Vile mini(Urs» a monftraus motley let. 

Of thefe, tbe chief in honour, and ^e befl^ ^fS 

Was old Achoreus the Mcn.pbian>prieft-s 

In Ids and Qfiris he believ'd. 

And reverend tales, from fire to fim received ; 

Could mark the fwell of Nile's increafing tide» 

And many an Apis in his time had dy*d | ^S 

Yet was his age with gentleft manners firaugfat. 

Humbly he fpoke, and modeftly he taught. 

With good intnnt the pious ieer arofe, 

1 told how much their ftate to Pompey owes : 

'^^ What 



Pothinus^ deep in arts of mifchief read. 
Who thusy with falfe perfuaiiony blindly led 
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What large amends their monarch ou^t to make, 6 50 
Both for his own> and for his father's fake. 
But fate had placed a fubtler fpeaker there, 
A tongue more fitted for a tyrant's ear. 

The ^y king, to doom his guardian dead t ^ 

To ftri£left juftice many ills belong. 
And honefty is often in the wrong : 
Chiefly when ftubbom niles her zealots pufli. 
To favour tbofe whom fortune means to cruih. 660 
But thou, oh royal Ptolemy 1 be wife ; 
Change with the gods» and fly whom fortune flies. 
Kot earth, from yoti high heavens which we admire^ 
Mot from the watery element the fu^ 
Are feverM by diflin^Uon half fo wide, 66^ 

As intereft and integrity divide. 
The mighty power of kings no more prevails. 
When J4]ftice comes with her deciding fcalee* 
Freedom for all thingSf and a lawlefs fwonl. 
Alone fapport an arbitrary lord. €fe^^ 

He that is cruel muH be bold in ills. 
And find his fafety from the blood he fpiUs* 
for piety, and virtue** ftarving rules. 
To mean retirements let them lead their fools : 
There, may they ftill inglorioufly be good ; €7 j 

Kone can be fafe in courts, who blufli at blood. 
Nor let this fugitive defpife thy years. 
Or think a name, like his, can caufe thy fears z 
£&Brt tfayielf, and let him feel thy power. 
And knoWf that we dare drive him from our fliore* 6t9 

But 
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But if thou with to lay thy greatnefs down» 
To fome more juft fucceHlon yield thy crown j 
Thy rival d&er willingly (hall reiga. 
And fave our ^gypt from a foreign chain. 
As now, at firft, in neutral peace we lay, 6S5 

Kor would be Pompey^s friendB, nor Cefar^s P^^* 
VanquiftiM, where-c'er his fortune h.i8 been try'd. 
And driven, with fcorn, from all the world bcfide. 
By Cscfar chac'd, and left by hts allies. 
To us a baffled vagabond be flies. 69s 

The poor remaining fenate loath his fight. 
And ruin'd monarchs curie his fatal flight t 
While thoufand fantoms from tV uoburyM flaln. 
Who feed the vultures of Ematfaia^s plain, 
Difadrous ftill purfue him in the rear, 69; 

And urge his foul with horror and deipair« 
To us for refuge now he feeks to run. 
And would once more with ^gypt be undone. 
Roufe then, oh ! Ptolemy, reprefs the wrong ; 
He thinks we have enjoy 'd our peace too long -: 700 
And therefore kindly comes, that we may /hare 
The crimes of (laughter, and the woes of war. 
His friendOiip ihewn to thee fufpicions draws. 
And makes us feem too guilty of his caufe : 
Thy croxvn beftow'd, the viftor may impute j 705 

Tlic fcnatc gave it, but at Pompey's fuit. 
Kor, Pompey 1 thou thyielf (hall think it hard. 
If from thy aid, by fate, we are debarred. 
We follow where the god, conih-aining, lead ; 
We ftrikc at thine, but wi/h 'twere Cafar'g head. 71* 

Our 
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Our weaknefs this, this fate^s compulfion call -, 

We only yield to him who conquers all. 

Then doubt not if thy blood we mean to fpill j 

Power awes us ; if we can, we muft, and will. 

What hopes thy fond miftaking foul betray'd, 715 

To put thy truft in -Egypt's fteble aid ? 

Our flothful nation, long difus'd to toil. 

With pain fuffice to till their flimy foil. 

Our idle force due modtfty fliould teach* 

Nor dare to aim beyond its humble reach. 720 

Shall we refift where Rome was forc'd to yield, 

And make us parties to Pharfalia^s field ? 

We mixM not in the fatal ftrife before : ^ 

And ihaJl we, when the world has given it o*er ? > 

No^ I when we know th' avenging victor's power ? 3 

Nor do we turn, unpitying, from diftrefs 5 

We fly not Pompey's woes, but ieek fuccefs. 

The prudent on the profperous &l\l attends. 

And none but fools choofe wretches for their friends. 

He faid ; the vile aflembly all alTent, 730 

And the boy-king his glad concurrence lent. 
Fond of the royalty his ilaves beftow'df 
And by new power of wickednefs made proud. 

Where Cafium high overlooks the (hoaly ftrand, ^ 
A bark with armed ruffians ftraight is mannM, . > 
And the taik trufted to Achillas' hand. ^ 

Can then Egyptian fouls thus proudly dare I 
Is Rome, ye gods I thus fall'n by Civil War I 
Can you to Nile transfer the Roman guilt, 
Aad let fuch blood by cowards hands be fpilt ? 740 
A a Sonae 
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Soir:c kindred murderer at Icaft afford, 

Anu let him fall by Caefar's worthy fword. 

And thou, inglorious, feeble, bcardlefs boy ! 

Dar'ft thou thy hand in fuch a deed employ ? 

Docs not thy trembling heart, with horror, dread 745 

Jove's thunder, grumbling o'er thy guilty head ? 

Kad not his arms with triumphs oft been crown'd. 

And ev'n the vanquifh'd world his conqxieft own'dj 

Had not the reverend fen ale call'd him head. 

And Caefar given fair Julia to his bed, yr© 

He was a Roman ftill : a name fliould be 

For ever facred to a king, like thee. 

Ah, fool ! thus blindly by thyfelf undone. 

Thou feek'ft his ruin, who upheld thy throne: 

He only could thy feeble power maintain, j;c 

Who gave thee firft o'er -Egypt's realm to reign. 

1 he fjamcn, now, advancing near to fhore. 
Strike the wide fail, and ply the plunging oar j 
When the falie mifcreants the navy meet. 
And wiih diiTenibled chear the Roman greet. jSq 

They f^ign their hofpitabie land addrefsM, 
With ready friendfhip, to receive her gucfl: j 
Excufmg much an inconvenient fhore. 
Where ilioals lie thick, and meeting currents roar: 
P roin his tall fhip, unequal to the place, yfir 

They beg him to their lighter bark to pafs. 

H d not the gods, unchangeably, decreed 
I)».V()*^ed Pomp:-y in that hour to bleed, 
\ thouTr.nd Tigns the danger near forctel, 
:,'c;: '^y his fad prefnging friends too well. 770 

Had 
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Tiad their low fawning juftly been dcfignM, 

If truth could lodge in an -Egyptian mind. 

Their king himfelf with all his fleet had come/ 

To lead, in pomp, his benefactor home. 

Slit thus Fate will'd j and Pompey chofe to bear 775 

A certain death, before uncertain fear. 

While, now, aboard the hoftile boat he gpes^ 
To follow him, the frantic matron vows. 
And claims her partnerfhip in all his woes. 
But, oh ! forbca«r (he cries.) my love, forbear j 780 
Thou and my fon remain iii fafety here, 
JLet this old head the danger firft explore, 
And prove the faith of yon' fiifpe6led ihore^ 
He fpoke ; but fhe, unmoved at his commands. 
Thus loud exclaiming, ftretchM her eager hands : 785 
Whither, inhuman ! whither art thou gone ? 
Still Vnuft I weep our common griefs alone ? 
Joy ftill, with thee, forfakes my boding heart ) 
And fatal is the hour whene'er we part« 
W^hy did thy ve/Tel to my Lefbos turn ? 790 

Why was I from the faithful ifland borne ? 
Muft I all lands, all ftiores, alike, forbear. 
And only on the feas thy forrows ihare ? 
Thus, to the winds, loud plain'd her fniitlefs tongue. 
While eager from the deck on high ftie hung j 795 
Trembling with wild aftoniihment and fear, 
She dares not, while her parting lord they bear. 
Turn her eyes from him once, or fix them there. 
On him his anxious navy' all are bent. 
And wait, folicitous, the dire event. 800 

A a 2 '^^ 
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Ko danger aimM againft his life they doubt { 

Care for his glory only, fills their thought ; 

They wifli he may not (lain his name renown'd. 

By mean fubmiflion to the boy he crown'd* 

Juft as he enterM o'«r the veffers fide, 805 

•Hail, general ! the ^urs'd Septimiuis cry'd, 

A Roman once in generous warfare bred. 

And oft in arms by mighty Pompey led | 

But now (what vile di(honour muft it bring) 

The ruffian flave of an Egyptian king* Sio 

Fierce was he, horrible, inurM to blood. 

And ruthlefs as the favage of the wood. 

Oh, Fortune ! who but would have calPd thee kindi 

And thought tbee mercifully now inclin'*d. 

When thy o'^er-ruling providence withheld 815 

This hand of mifchief from Pharfalia's field ? 

But, thus^ thou fcatter^il thy deftroying (words. 

And every land thy vi6lim$ thus affords. 

Shall Pompey at a tyrant's bidding bleed t J 

Can Roman hands be to the tafk decreed ! "* > 

Ev'n Caefar, and his gods, abhor the detd, J 

Say you ! who with the ftain of murder brand 

Immortal Brutus's avenging hand. 

What monftrous title, yet to fpeech unknown^ 

To latefl times fliall mark Septimius down ! Sij 

Now in the boat defencelefs Pompey fate, * 
Surrounded and abandoned to his fate. 
Nor long they hold him in their power, aboard. 
Ere every villain drew his ruthlefs fword : 
The chief perceiv'd their purpofe foon, and fpivad 8j» 
Hit Roman gown with patience, o*er hit head s 
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And when the curs'd Achillas picrcM his breads 
His rifing indignation clofe reprcfs'd. 
No Hghs, no groans, his dignity profanM, 
Nor tears his ftill unAilly'd glory ftain d : 835 

Unraov'd and firm he fix'd him on his feat, 
And dy'd, as when he livM and conquered, great. 
Meanwhile, within his eqaaL parting foul, 
Thefe lateft pleafing thoughts revolving roll. 
In this my ftronged trial, and my laft, S40 

, As in fome theatre I here am plac'd ; 
The faith of -ffigypt, and my fate,, fliall be 
A theme for prefent times, and late pofterity. 
Much of my former life was crownM with praife. 
And Ifonours waited on my early days : 845 

Then, fearlefs, let me this dread period meet, 
And force the world to own the fcene complete. 
Nor grieve, my heart ! by fuch bafe hands to bleed j 
Whoever ftrikes the blow, 'tis Caefar's deed. 
What, though this mangled carcafe ihall be torn, 85a 
Thefe limbs be toft about for public fcom j; 
My long profperity has found its end, 
And death comes opportunely, like a friend : 
It comes, to fet me free fron> fortune's power,. 
And gives, what fhe can rob me of no more. 855 
My wife and fon behold me naw> 'tis true j 
Oh ! may no tears, no groans, my fate purfue ! 
My virtue rather let their praife approve. 
Let them admire my death, and my remembrar^ce love. 

Such conftancy in that dread hour remained, 860 
And, to the laft, the ftruggling foul fuftain-d. 

A a 3 N«c 
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Not fo the matron's feebler, powers reprefs'd- 
The wild impatience of her frantic brcaft : 
With every ftab her bleeding heart was torn. 
With wounds much harder to be feen, tlian borne. 86$ 
'Tis I, 'tis I have murderM him ! (fhe cries) 
My love tlie fword and ruthlefs hand fupplies. 
'Twas I allurM him to my fatal ifle. 
That cruel Cxfar firft might reach the Nile j. 
For Caefar fure is there } no hand but his 870 

lias right to fuch a parricide as this. 
But whether Caefar, or whoe'er thou. art. 
Thou hait niiftook the way to Pompey's heart : 
That facrcd pledge in my fad bofom lies, 
ThuM-e plunge thy dagger, and he more than dics^ 87s 
Me too, mod worthy of thy fury know. 
The partner of his aims, and fwom your foe. 
Of all our Roman wives, I fingly bore 
The camp's fatigue, the fea's tempeftuous roar : 
No dangers, not the victor's wrath, I fear'd 9 880 

What mi^^hty monarchs durft not do, I darM. 
Thefe guilty arms did their glad refuge yield. 
And clafpM him, flying from Pharfalia's field. 
Ah, Pompey ! doft thou thus thy faith reward ? 
Shalt thou be doom'd to die, and I be fpar'd ? 885 
But Fate fhall many means of death afford. 
Nor want th' alTiilance of a tyrant's fword. 
And you, my friends, in pity, let me leap 
Kcnce headlong, down amidft the tumbling deep : 
Or to my neck the ftranclint;' cordage tie j "J 

If their be any friend ot Pompey nigh, t 

'I'ransfix me, ftab me, do but let me die. j 

My 
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My lord ! my bufband ! — Yet thou art not dead; 

And f«e ! Cornelia is a captive led : 

From thee their cruel hands thy wife detain, 89S 

Referv'd to wear th' infulting vi6lor's chain. 
She fpoke 5 and ftifFening funk in cold defpair 5 

Her weeping maids the lifelefs burden bear j 

While the pale mariners the bark unmoor, 

Spread every fail, and fly the faithlefs (hore. 900 

Nor agonies, nor livid death, difgrace 

The facred features of the hero's face 5 

In the cold vifage, mournfully ferene ; 

The fame indignant majefty was feen ; 

There virtue ftill unchangeable abode, 905 

And fcornM the fpite of every partial god. 
The bloody bufmefs now complete and done. 

New Furies urge the fierce Septimius on. 
Jlfii rends the robe that veil'd the hero's head, 

And to full view expos'd the recent dead ; 910 

Hard in his horrid gripe the face he prefsM,. # 

While yet the quivering mufcles life confefs'd : 

He drew the dragging body down with hafte, 

Then crofs a rower's feat the neck he placM j 

There, auk ward, haggling, he divides die bone ^t^ 

(The headfman's ait was then but rudely known). 

Straight on the fpoil his Pharian partner flies. 

And robs the heartlefs villain of his prize. 

The head, his trophy, proud Achillas bearS'j r 

Septimius an inferior drudge appears, 

And in the meaner mifchlef poorly fhares. - 

Caught by the venerable locks, which grow^» 

Ijx hoary ringlets, on his generous Irow, 

A a 4., "C^ 
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To Egypt's impious king that head they bear> 

That laurels usM to bind, and monarchy fear. ^tj 

Thofe facred lips, and that commanding tongue. 

On which the liftening Forum oft has hung ; 

That tongue which could the world with cafe reftrain, 

And ne'er commanded war or peace in vain ; 

That face, in which fuccefs came fmiling home, 930 

And doubled every joy it brought to Rome ^ 

Now pale and wan, is fix*d upon a fytsir. 

And borne, for public view, aloft in air. 

The tyrant, pleas'd, beheld it j and decreed 

To keep this pledge of his detefted deed. «j5 

His flaves ftraight drain the ferous parts away. 

And arm the wafting flefti againft decay 5 

Then drugs and gums through the void reflels pafs, 

And for duration fix the ftiffening mafs. 

Inglorious boy ! degenerate and bafef g^o 

Thou laft and worft of the Lagaeaii race ? 
Whofe feeble throne, ere long, (hall be compcird, 
To thy lafcivious flfter's reign to yield : 
Canft thou, with altars, and with rites divine. 
The ra(h vain youth of Macedon infhrine j 515 

Can ^^gypt f •• h ftupendous fabrics build ; 
Can her wide plains with pyramids be filTd ; 
Canft thou, beneatli fuch monumental pride. 
Thy worthlefs Ptolomaean fathers hide j 
While the great Pompey's headlefs trunk is tofs'd 950 
In fcorn, unbury'd, on thy barbarous coaft? 
Was it fo much ? Could not thy care fuffice. 
To keep him whole, and glut his father's «yes ? 
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Jn this, his fortune ever held the faxtie. 

Still wholly kind, or wholly crofs, fhe came. f,y$ 

Patient, his iMig profperity flje bore, 

But kept this death, and this fad day^ in ftore. 

No meddling god did e'er his power employ. 

To eafe his forrows, or ta damp his joy i 

Unmingled came the bitter and the fweet, 96* 

And all his good and evil was complete. 

No feoner was he ftruck by £ortune*& hand^ 

But, fee ! he lies unburyM on the fand | 

Rocks tear him, billows tofs l)im up and dbwn. 

And Pompey by a headlefs trunk is known. 965 

Yet ere proud Caefar touchM the Pharian Nile, 
Chance found his mangled foe a funeral pile : 
In pity half, and half in fcom, ihe gave 
A wretched, to prevent a nobler grave. 
Cordus, a follower long of Pompey's fate> 970 

(His quaeftoc in Idalian Cyprus late) 
From a clofe cave, in covert where he lay,. 
Swift to the neighboiu-ing Ihore betook his way : 
Safe in the fiielter of the gloomy (hade. 
And by ftrong ties of pious duty fwayM, 
The fearlefs youth the watery ftrand furvey'd. 
'Twas now the thickeft darknefs'of the night. 
And waining Phoebe lent a feeble light 5 
Yet foon the glimmering goddefs plainly (hew'd 
The paler corfe, amidft the dufky flood. 9 So 

The plunging Roman flies to its relief. 
And with ftrong arms infolds the floating chief. 
Long ftrove his labour with the tumbling main. 

And dragged the facred burden on with pain. 

4 Nv5^ 
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Nigh weary now, the waves inftruA him well, 9^^ 
To Teize th' advantage of th' alternate fwell : 
Borne on the mounting fnrge, to fliore he flies. 
And on the beach in fafety lands his prize. 
There o'er the dead he hangs with tender care. 
And drops in every gaping wound a tear : 999 

Then, lifting to the gloomy ikies his head, 
Tlius to the ilars, and cruel gods, he prayed : 

See, fortune ! where thy Pompey lies ! and oh ! 
In pity, one, laft little boon beftow. 
Ke affcs no heaps of frankincenfe to rife, ^oj 

No eaftern odours to perfume the fkies 5 
No Roman necks his patriot corfe to bear. 
No reverend train of ftatues to appear 5 
No pageant (hows his glories to record. 
And tell the triumphs of his conquering fword j 1000 
No inflruments in plaintive notes to found. 
No Uc,ions fad to march in folemn round j 
A bier, no better than the vulgar need, 
A little wood the kindling flame to feed, 
With fome poor hand to tend the homely fire, 1005 
Ts all, thefe wretched relicks now require. 
Your wrath, ye powers ! Cornelia's hand denies j 
Let that, for every other lofs. fufiice; 
She takes not her lall leave, (he weeps not here. 
And yet (he is, ye gods I (he is loo near. loio 

Thus while he fpoke, he faw where through the fhadc 
A llcnder lliime its gleaming li^ht difplay'd ; 
Tlicrc, as it chancM, abandon d and unmouni'd, 
A poor ntgle6lcd body lonely burnM. 

He 
5 
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He feiz'd the kindled brands 5 and oh! (he faid) 1015 

Whoe'er thou art, forgive me, friendlefs (hade j 

And though unpity'd and forlorn thou lie, 

Thyfelf a better office (halt fupply. 

If there be fenfe in fouls departed, thine 

To ray great leader (hall her rites refign : xcio 

With humble joy fhall quit her meaner claim, 

And bluflv to burn, when Pompey wants the flame. 

He faid j and, gathering in his garment, bore 
The glowing fragments to the neighbouring 'fhorc. 
There foon arriv*d, the noble trunk he found, 1025. 
Half wafh'd into the flood, half refting on the ground* 
With diligence his hands a trench prepare, 
Fit it around, and place the body there. 
No cloven oaks in lofty order lie, 
To lift the great patrician to the fky : 1030 

By chance a few poor plank& were hard at hand>. 
By fome late (hipwreck caft upon the ftrand } 
Thefe pious Cordus gathers where they lay. 
And plants ab«ut the chief, as bed he may. 

Now while the blare began to rife around, 1035 
The youth fat mournful by upon the ground t 
And ah (he cry'd) if this unworthy fl.i.ie 
Difgrace thy great, majeftic, Roman naiacj 
If the rude outrage of the ftormy feas 
Seem better to thy ghoft, than rites like thcfe j 1040 
Yet let thy injurM fliade the wrong forget. 
Which duty and officious zeal commit. 
Fate fccms itfelf, in my excufc to plead. 
And thy hard fortune juftifies my deed, 



364 R O W E • S P O E M S. 

I «ily wtfliM, nor is that wifh in vain. 

To favB thee from the monfters of the main j 

From vultures claws, from, lions that devour. 

From mortal malice, and from Caefar's power. 

No longer, then, this humhler flame withftand ; 

*Tis lighted to thee by a Roman hand. 

If e^er the gods permit unhappy me. 

Once more, thy lov'd Hefperian land to fee» 

With me thy exiPd aflies ihall return. 

And chafte Cornelia give thee to thy um» 

Mean-while, a fignal (hall thy care providcji 10 

8ome future Roman votary to guide ; 

When with due rites ^hy fate he would deplore. 

And thy pale head to thefe thy limbs reftore : 

Then ihall he mark the witnefs of my flone. 

And, taught by me, thy facred ghoft atone. ic6o 

He fpoke ; and (braight, with bufy, pious hands, 
HeapM on the fmoaking corfe the fcatter'd brands. 
Slow funk amidft the fire the walling dead. 
And the faint flame with dropping marrow fed. 
Now 'gan the glittering ftars to fade away, 1065 

Before the rofy pr«mife of the day. 
When the pale youth tb' unfinifh'd rites forfook. 
And to the covert of his ^ave betook, 

Ah ! why thus raftily would thy fears difclaim 
That only deed, which muft record thy name ? io7« 
!)v'n Caefar's felf ftiall juft applaufe beftow, 
Ind praife the Roman that inters his foe. 

»curely tell him where his fon is laid, 

nd he (hall give thee back his mangled head. 

But 
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But foon behold ! the bolder youth returns, 1075 
While, half confum'd, the fmouldering carcafe burns j 
Ere yet the cleanfmg fire had melted down 
The flefhy mufcies, from the firmer bone^ 
He quench 'd the relics in the briny wave. 
And hid them, hafty, in a narrow grave : loZo 

Then with a flone the facred dufl he binds. 
To guard it from the breath of fcattering winds « 
And left ibme heedlefs mariner fhould come. 
And violate the warrior's humble tomb 5 
Thus with a line the monument he keeps, 10S5 

*< Beneath this Aone the once great Pompey fteeps«'* 
Oh fortune ! can thy malice fwell fo high ? 
Canfl thou with Caefar's every wifh comply? 
Muft he, thy Pompey once, thus meanly lie i 
But oh 1 forbear, miftaken man, forbear 1 1090 

Nor dare to fix the mighty Pompey there : 
Where there are feaa, or air, or earth, or fkies, 
Where-e'er Rome's empire ftretches, Pompey lies: 
Far be the vile memorkl then convey'd ! 
Nor let this flone the partial gods upbraid, 1095 

Shall Hercules all Oeta's heights demand, 
And Nyfa's hill, for Bacchus only, fland^ 
While one poor pebble is the warrior's doom, 
Th;^t fought the caufe of liberty and Rome ? 
If fa^ ^lecrees he mull in ^gypt lie, 1 100 

Let the whole fertile realm his grave fupply : 
Yield the wide country to his awful ihade. 
Nor let us bear on any part to tread. 
Fearful to violate the mighty dead. 

But 
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Kilt if one ftone muft bear the facred name, jjo, 

Let it be i\\\\\ with long records of fame. 
TlKTf let the palTengcr, with wonder, read. 
The pirates v?nquirtrd, and the ocean freed ; 
Scrtorius taught to yield; the Alpine war ; 
And tlic young Roman knight's triumphal car. iu9 
With theib, the mighty Pontic king be plac''d, 
And every nation of the vanquifh'd caft : > 

Tell with what loud applaufe of Rome, he drove 
Thiice his glad wheels to Capitolian Jove : 
Tell too, the patriot's greateft, beft renown > ^ 

*J"cll, how the vii\or laid his empire down, i 

And chang'd his armour for the peacefiil gown. j 
-But ah ! what marbles to the tafk fuftice ! 
Initead of thefe, turn, Roman, turn thy eye* 5 
Seek the known name our Fafti us'd to wear, 1120 
The noble mark cf many a glorious year 5 
The n^w.e thnt wont the trophy'd arch to grace. 
And cv'n the temples of the gods found place : 
Ddciine thee lowly, bending to the ground. 
And there that name, that Pompey may be found. 1115 

Oh fatal land ! what curfe can I beftow, 
Kqu.il to thofe, v/e to thy milchiefs owe ? 
Well did the wife Cumaean maid of yore 
^'v'arn our Hcfi)er:an chiefs to fhun thy fliore. 
Fi)rhl,l, jufi hvjvens! your dews to blefs the foil, 1130 
And :iiv)u withheld thy waters, fruitful Nile! 
Like /T^^ypt, like the: land of ^thiops, bum, 
An-l licr fat earth to hvAy dcfcrts turn. 
ILuc we, with honours, dead Ofiris crown M, 
And :nourn'd l.im to the tinkling timbrcPs found j 

Received 
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ReceivM her Ifis to divine abodes, 

And rankM her dogs deformM with Roman gods j 

While, in delpite to Pcrapey's injured fhade. 

Low in her dull his facred bones arc laid ! 

And thou, oh Rome ! by whofe forgetful hand 1 14A 

Altars and temples, rearM to tyrants, ftand. 

Can ft thou negleft to call thy hicro home. 

And leave his ghoft in baniihment to roam ? 

What though the vigor's frown, and thy bafe fear. 

Bad thee, at firft, the pious taflc forbear ; 1145 

Yet now, at leaft, oh let him now return. 

And reft with honour in a Roman urn. 

Nor let miftaken fuperftition dread. 

On fuch occafions, to difturb the dead : 

Oh ! would commanding Rome my hand employ, 1 150 

The impious talk fhould be performed with joy : 

How would I fly to tear him from the tomb. 

And bear hia alhes in my bofom home ! 

Perhaps, when flames their dreadful ravage make. 

Or groaning earth fhall from the center fliake j 1 155 

When blafting dews the riling harveft feizc. 

Or nations iicken with fome dire difeafe : 

The gods, in mercy to us, fliall command 

To fetch our Pompey from th' accuried land. 

Then, when his venerable bones draw near. 

In long proceflions fliall the priefts appear. 

And their great chief the facred relicks bear. 

Or if thou ftill poffefs thePharian fliore. 

What traveller but fliall thy grave explore j 

Whether he tread Syene's burning foil, 1165 

Of vifit fyltry Thebes, or fruitful Nile : 
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Or if the merchants drawn by hqpet of ^n^ 
6eelc rich Arabia> and the niddj main j 
With holy rites thy ihade (hall he atone. 
And bow before thy venerable fione. 
Por who but (hall psefer thy tomb above 
The meaner fane of an^ffigyptian Jove ? 
Nor envy thou, if abjeft Romans rai/e 
Statues and temples, to their tysant't pralie ; 
Though his proud .name on altars may preiid^ 
And thine be waih'd by every rolling .tide j 
Thy grave (hall the vain pageantiy de/piie. 
Thy grave, where that great god, thy fortune* lia 
£v'n thofe who kneel not to the gods abov% 
Nor offer facrifiee or prajwr to Jove, 
To the Bidental bend their humble cyet» 
And worship whepe the bury'd thunder lies. 

Perhaps fate wills, in honour to thy fanaCy 
No marble (hall record thy mighty name. 
So may thy duft, ere long, be worn away. 
And all remembrance of thy wrongs decay z 
Perhaps a better age (hall come, when none 
Shall think thee ever laid beneath this ftone $ 
When Egypt's boaft of Pompey's tomb fliall pr 
As unbekev'd a tale, as Crete relates of Jove. 
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/ 

BOOK IX. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The poet having ended the foregoing book with the 
death of Pompey, begins this with his Apotheofis ; 

. from thence, after a flioi't account of Cato's ga- 
thering up the relicks of the battle of Pharfaliay 
and tranfporting them to Cyrene in Africa, he goes 
on to defcribe Cornelians paflion upon the death of 
her hufband. Amongft other things, Ihe informs 
his Ton Sextus of his father^s lail commands, to 
continue the war in defence of the commonwealth. 
Sextus fets fail for Cato's dmp, where he meets his 
^elder brother Cn. Pompeius, and acquaints him 
with the fate of their father. Upon thi^ occadon the 
poet defcribes the rage of the «lder Pompey, and the 
ciiforders that happened in the camp, both which 
Cato appeafes. To prevent any future inconvenience 
of this kind, he refolves to put them upon a6^ion, 
and in order to that to join wi^th Juba. After a 
<iefcriptidn of the Syrts, and their dangerous pajfTfijge 
by thent, follows Cato's fpeech to encourage the fol- 
diers to march through the deferts of Libya 5 then 
an account of Libya, the delerts, and their march. 
In the middle of which is a beautiful digreilioo 
concerning the temple of Jupiter-Ammon, with 
Labienu8"'s perfuafion to Cato to enquire of the oracle 
concerning the event of the war, and Cato's famous 
anlWtr. From thence, after a warm elogy upon 
Cato, the author goes on to the account of the ori- 
ginal of ferpents in Afric ; and this, with the defcrip- 
tion of the various kinds, und the feveral deaths of 
B b the 
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the foldiers by them, is perhaps the nioft poetical 
4>art of this whole work. At Leptis he leaves Catoy 
and returns to Csefar, whom he brings into Egypt^ 
after having (hewn him the ruins of Troy, and 
from thence taken an occafion to fptik well of poetry 
in general, and himfelf in particular. Caefar, upon 
his arrival on the coaft of ^gypt, is met by an 
ambaffador from Ptolemy with Pompey's head. He 
receives the prefent (according to JLu can) with a 
feigned .abhorrence, and concludes the book with 
tears, /and a feeming grief for the misfort-uneoffo 
. great O/man. 

NO R in ^he dying embers of its pile 
Slept the great foul upon the banks of Nile, 
J^or longer, by the earthy parts Teftrain'd, 
Amidft its wretched reliques was detained j 
But, a£^ive and impatient of delay, 5 

Shot from the mouldering heap, and upwards urgM its 

way. 
Far in thofe azure regions of the air 
Which border on the rolling ftarry fphere. 
Beyond our orb, and nearer to that height, 
"Where-Cynthia drivel around her filver light j 10 

Their happy feats the demi-gods poflefs, 
Refin'd by virtue, and prepared for blil's ; 
Of life unblam'd, a pure and pious race. 
Worthy that lower heaven and ftars to grace. 
Divine, and equal to the glorious place. 
There Pompey's Ibul, adorn'dwith heavenly light, 16 
Soon fhone among the reft, and as the reft was bright. 
New to the bleft abode, with wonder fiird. 
The ftars and moving planets he beheld j 

Then 
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•Xhen looking down on the fun^s f«eble ray, 
SurveyM our <iulky, faint, imperfe^l day. 
And under what a cloud of night we lay. 
. But when he faw, how on the fliore fotlom 
His headlefs trunk was caft for public fcorn ; 
When he beheld, how envious fortune, ftill, 45 

Took pains to ufe a fenfeJefs carcafe ill. 
He fmird at the vain malice of his foe. 
And pityM impotent mankind below. 
Then lightly pafling o'er Emathia*s plain. 
His flying navy fcatter'd on the main, 30 

And cruel Caefar's tents 5 he fix'd at laft 
His refidencf in Brutus' facred breaft: 
There brooding o>r h!S country's wrongs he fate:. 
The ftate's ayenger, and the tyrant's fate; 
There mournful Rome might ftill her Porapey find> 55 
There, and in Cato's free unconquer'd mind. 

He, while in deep fufpenfe the world yet lay. 
Anxious alid^loubtful whom it (hould obey. 
Hatred avow'd to Pompey's felf did bear, 
(Though his companion in the common war. 4^ 

Though, by the fenate's juft command; they flood 
EngagM together for the public good 5 
But dread Pkarfalia did all doubts decide. 
And firmly fix'd him to the vanquilh'd fide. 
His helplel's country, like an orphan left, 4S 

Friendlefs and poor, of all fupport bereft. 
He took and cherilh'd with a father's care. 
He comforted, he bad her not to fear j 
And taught her feeble hands once more the trtde 
of war, 

B b * ^^^^ 
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Nor luft of empire did his courage Cwslj, 
-Nor hate, nor proud repugnance to obey s 
Paffions and private intereft he forgot ; 
Not for himfelf, but liberty he fought. 
Straight to Corcyra's port his way he bent. 
The iWift advancing vi£lor to prevent ; 
Who, marching fudden on to new fuccefs. 
The fcatterM legions might with eafe opprefs. 
There, with the ruins of ^mathia^s field, 
Tlie flying hoft, a thoufand fliips he fillM. 
Who that from land, with wonder, had defcry'd 
The pafling fleet, in all its naval pride, 
StretchM wide, and o'er the diftant ocean fpread, 
Could have believ'd thofe mighty numbers fled ? 
Malea o'erpaft, and the Taenarian (hore. 
With fwelling fails he for Cythera bore : 
Then Crete he faw, and with a northern wind 
Soon left the fam'd Di^aean ifle behind. 
UrgM by the bold Phycuntine's churlifti pride, 
(Their fhores, their haven, to his fleet deny'd) 
The chief reveng'd the wrong, and as he pafs'd. 
Laid their unhofpitable city wafte. 
Tlience wafted forward, to the coaft he came 
Which took of old from Palinure its name. 
(Nor Italy this monument alone 
Can boaft, fincc Libya's Palinure has fhown 
litr pc.iceful flioies were to the Trojan known.) 
From hence they foon defcry with doubtful pain 
..Another navy on the diftant main. 
Anxious they ihtiid, and now expe6l: the foe, 
^ Now their comp2nions in the public woe : . go 

s The 
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The vi6lor*8 hafte inclines them moft to fear; 

Each vefTel ieems a hoftile face to wear, 

And every fail they fpy, they fancy Caefar there 

But oh thofe (hips a different burden bore, 

A mournful freight they wafted to the ihore : S5 

Sorrows that might tears, ev*n from Cato, g2Mt, 

And teach the rigid Stoic to complain. 

When long the fad Cornelia's prayers, in vain. 
Had try'd the flying navy to detain. 
With Sextus long had ftrove, and long implor'd, 90^ 
TS wait the relicks of her murderM IokI ; 
The waves, perchance, might the dear pledge reftore. 
And waft him bleeding from the faithless fhore : 
Still grief and love- their various hopes infpire. 
Till (he beholds her Pompey's funeral fire, ^5 

Till on the land fhe fees th* ignoble flame 
Afcend, unequal to the hero's name^; 
Then into juft complaints at length ihe broke. 
And thus with pious indignation fpoke r 

Oh fortune ! doft thou then difdain t'afFord 100 
My love's laft office to my deareft lord ? 
Am I one chafte, one laft eiqbrace deny'd ? 
Shall I not lay me by his clay-cold fide, 
Nor tears to bathe his gaping wounds provide ? 
Am I unworthy the fad torch to bear, 105 

To light the flame, and bum my flowing hair? 
To gather from the fliore the noble fpoil. 
And place it decent on the fatal pile ? 
Shall not his bones and facred duft be borne,. 
In this fad bofom, to their peaceful urn ? no- 

B b 3 Whaio 
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Whatever the laft confaming flame fliall Ieave« 
Shall not this widowM band bj ri^bt receive. 
And to the gods the precious relickit give ? 
Perhaps, this laft refped, which I (hould ihow, n 

Some vile .^Bgyptian hand does now beftow, > 

Injurious to the Roman (hade below. J 

Happy, my Craflus, were thy bones, v^bich lay 
Exposed to Parthian birds and bealb of prey I 
Here the laft rites the cruel gods allow. 
And for a curfe my Pompey's pile beftow, 120 

For ever will the fame fad fate return ? « 

Still an unburied hu(band niuft I mourn, > 

And weep my forrows o'er an empty um ? 3 

But why fhould tombs be built, or urns be made ? 
I>oes grief like mine require their fieeble aid ? 115 

Is he not lodg'd, thou wretch I within thy heart. 
And fix'd in every dcarcft vital part ? 
O'er monnments furviving wives may grieve. 
She neer will need them, who difdains to live. 
Bat oh ! behold where yon malignant flames ijf 

Caft feebly forth their mean inglorious beams i 
From my Jov'd lord, his dear remains, they rife, 
And bring my Pompey to my weeping eyes 5 
And now they fink, the languid lights xlecay,, ^ 

The cloudy fmake all eaftward rolls away, J 

And wafts my hero to the rifing day. J 

Me too the winds demand, with frelhening gales j 
Tinvious they call, and ftretch the fwcUing fails. 
No land on earth fccms.dcar as -iTEg^-pt now. 
No land that crowns and triumphs did beftow 
And v.'iih new iauiels bound my Pompey's brow. 

Thai 
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That happy Pompey to my thoughts is loft. 
He that is lefty lies dead on yonder coafl i 
He, only he, is all I now demand. 
For I^m.1 linger near this curfed land : 145 

. Endear'd by crimes, for horrors lov'd the more, 
I cannot, will not, leave the Pharian (hore. 
Thou, Sextus, thou fhalt prove the chance of war, 
And through the world thy father'* enfigns bear. 
Then hear hi« laft command, intruded to my care. 
** When e'er my laft, my fatal hour (hall come, 
<* Arm. you, my fons, for liberty and Rome; 
<* While one Ihall of our free-born race remain, 
** Let him prevent the tyrant Cafar'* reign. 
** From each free city round, from every knd, 155 
«* Their warlike aklin Pompey's name demand. 
'« Thefc are the parties, thefe the friends he leaves, 
** This legacy your dying father gives. 
" If for the fea's wide rule your arms- you bear,. -^ 

** A Pompey ne'er can want a navy there, C 

** Heirs of my fame, my fons, ihall wage my war. 3 
*^ Only be bold, unconquer'd in the fight, 162 

<« And, like your father, ftill defend the right. 
<« To Cato, if for liberty he Hand, -% 

** Submit, and yield you to his ruling hand, > 

** Brave, juft, and only worthy to command.'* J 
At length to thee, n>y Pompey, I am juft, 
I have furviv'd, and well difcharg'd my truft 5 
Through chaos now, and the dark realms below^ 
To follow thee, a willing (hade I go : J70 

Bb4 If 



37(5 ROWERS POEMS. 

Jf longer with a lingering fate I ftrive, «% 

*Tis but to prove the pain of being alive^ > 

'Tis to be cursM for daring to furvive. J 

She, who could bear to fee thy wounds, and live. 
New proofs of love, and fatal gprief, (hall give. 17$ 
Nor need flie fly for fuccour to the fword. 
The fteepy precipice, and deadly cord ; 
She from herfelf (hall find her own relief^. 
And fcorn to die of any death but grief. 

So faid the matron ; and about her head xla 

HcT veil (he draws, her mournful eyes to fhadc. 
KcTolvM to fhroud in thickeft (hades her woe. 
She leeks the (hip's deep darkfome hold below : 
There lonely left, at leifure to jcomplain. 
She hugs her forrows, and enjoys her pain ; itj 

Still with frelh tears the living grief would feed. 
And fondly loves it, in her hufband's (lead. 
In vain the beating furges rage aloud, 
And fweiling Eurus grumbles in the (hrotkl j 
IIcT, nor the waves beneath, nor winds above, 190 
Nor all the noily cries of fear can move 5 
In lullcn peace compos'd fcr death (lie lies. 
And, waiting, longs to hear the tempeft rife ; 
Then hopes the feamens vov/s (hail all be croft. 
Frays for the itorm, and wiilies to be lofl. j^j 

Seen from the Pharian coaft the navy bore. 
And r()iu]:ht through foamy feasthe Cyprian (here 5 
Soft cr.Ilcrn gales prevailing thence alone. 
To C'ato's camp and Libya wait them on. 
With mournfi.l looks from land, (as oft, we know, 
A ud pro'^hitk i'pirit wa\u oii ^'^«,^ 



} 



LUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book IX. 37^ 

?ompey his brother and the fleet beheld, 
Now near advancing o'er the watery field i 
Sti-aight to the beach with headlong hafte he flies : 
Where is our father, Sextiis, where ? he cries : 20^. 
Do we yet live ? Stands yet the fovereign ftate ? 
Or does the world, with Pompey, yield to fate ? 
Sink we at length before the conquering foe ? 
And is the mighty head of Rome laid low ? 
He faid ; the mournful brother thus reply'd ; 
O happy thou 1 whom lands and feas divide 
From woes, which did to thefe fad eyes betide : 
Thefe eyes ! which of their horror ftill complain. 
Since they beheld our godlike father (lain. 
Nor did his fate an equal death aflbrd» %j^ 

Nor fuffer'd him to fall by Caefar's fword. 
Trufting in vain to hofpitable gods. 
He dy'd, opprefs'd by vile -Egyptian odds : 
By the cursM monarch of Nile's flimy wave- 
He fell, a vi£^im to the crown he gave. 220 
Yes, I beheld the dire, the bloody, deed ; 
Thefe ey«6 beheld our valiant father bleed : 
Amaz'd I look'd, and fcarce believ'd my feap. 
Nor thought th' ^g3rpt:an could fo greatly dare 5 
But ftill I look'd, and fancyM Caefar there. 
But, oh ! not all his wounds fo much did move, 
Pierc'd my fad foul, and ftruck my filial love. 
As that his venerable head they bear. 
Their wanton trophy, fix'd upon a fpear j 
Through every town 'tis fhown, the vulgar's iport, 23a 
And the lewd laughter of the tyrant's couttw 
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*TIs faid, that Ptolemy prcferves this prize* i 

Proof of the deed, to glut the viftor's eye8# 

The body, whether rent or borne away. 

By foul -Egyptian dogs, and birds of prey s ly 

Whether within their greedy maws entombed. 

Or by thofe wretched flames, we faw, confum^dj 

Its fate as yet we know not, but forgive : 

That crime unpunifhM, to the gods we leavr, 

'Tis for the part prefer v'd alone we grieve. 

Scarce had he ended thus, when Pompey^ warm 
With noble fury, calls aloud to arm j 
Nor feeks in fighs and helplefs tears relief. 
But thus in pious rage exprcfs'd his grief: 

Hence all aboard, and hafte to put to fea, 24$ 

Urge on agjiinfl: the winds our adverfe way j 
With mc let every Roman leader go. 
Since Civil Wars were ne'er fo juft as now. 
Pompey's unburyM relicks afk your aid. 
Call for due rites and honours to be paid. ip 

Let j^gypt's tyrant pour a purple flood. 
And Tooth the ghoft with his inglorious blood. 
Not Alexander fhall his priefts defend. 
Forced from his golden fhrine he fliall defccndi 
In Mareotis deep I '11 plunge him down, 155 

Deep in the fluggifli waves the royal carcafe drown. 
From his proud pyramid Aniafis torn, - 

Wiih his long dynaftics my rage (hall mourn, I 

And floating down their muddy Nile be borne. i 
Each (lately tomb and monumental ftone, j6o 

For thee, unbuiicd Ponipey, (hali atone, 

Un 
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no more (hall draw the cheated crowds 
God Ofiris in his linen fhrowd ; 
pt of their ihrlnes, with fcom they (hall be caft, 
be by ignominious hand3 defae'd^ ^6$ 

?ir holy Apis, of divkier breed, 
Pompey'8 duft a facrifice (hall bleed, 
ile burning deities the flame fliall fctd, 
fte (hall the land be laid, and nevet know 
i tiller's care, not feel the crooked plow : 
le (hall be left: for whom the Nile may flow 
I, the gods banifliM, and the people gone, 
;ypt to Pompey (hall be left alone, 
[e faid 5 then hafty to revenge he flew, 
i feaward out the ready navy drew^j 275 

cooler Cato did the youth aflTwage, 
d praifing much, compreil his filial rage, 
/leantime the (hores, the feas, and fkies around, 
th mournful cries for Pompey's death reibund* 
*are example have their fbrrows (hown, 28)» 

: in no age betide, nor people known, 
w falling power did with compaflion meet, 
d crouds deplor'd the ruins of the great, 
: when the fad Cornelia firil appeared, 
len on the deck her mournful head' (he rear'd, a 8*5 
: locks hang rudely o'er the matron's face, 
th all the pomp of grief's diforderM grace; 
len they beheld her, wafted quite with woe, 
d fpent with tear* that never ceas'd to flow,, 
ain they feel their lofs, again complain, 2^ 

d heaven and earth ring wktk theii cries again. 

Sooa 
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Soon as fhe landed on the friendly ftrand. 

Her lord's laft rites employ her pious hand j 

To his dear fliade fhe builds a funeral pile. 

And decks it proud with many a noble fpoil. 295 

There fhone his arms with antic gold inlaid, 1 

There the rich robes which Ihe herfelf had made, > 

Kobes to imperial Jove in triumph erft difplay'd 1 J 

The rclicks of his paft vi£loriou8 days, '% 

Now this his lateil trophy ferve to raife, > 

And in one common flame together blaze. i 

Such was the weeping matron's pious care : 

The foldiers, tauij;ht by her, their fires prepare j 

To every valiant friend a pile they build. 

That fell for Rome in cursM Pharfalia's fi.Id : 305 

Stretclfd wide along the fliores, the flames extend. 

And, grateful to the wandering ftiades, afcend. 

So when Apulian hinds, with ait, renew 

The wintery paftures to their verdant hue. 

That flowers may rife, and fpringing grafs return, 313 

With fprcading flames the withered flclds they burn, 

Garganus then and lofty Vultur blaze. 

And draw the diltant wandering fwains to gaze • 

Far arc the glittering fires dcfcry'd by nii^ht. 

And gilvl the dulky fkies around with lijrht. "15 

iiut, oh ! not all the forrows of the croud 
Ti;at fpokc their free impatient thoughts aloud 
Thit tax\l the gods, as authors of their woe. 
And chargM them with nej;k<^l: of things below 
Not all the marks of the wiiil people's love, 320 

The hero's foul, like Cato's praife, could move • 
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Few were his words, but from an honcf^ heart, -^ 

Where faftion and where fevour had no .part, C 

£ut truth made up for paflion and for art. J 

We Ve loft a Roman citizen (he faid) : 325 

One of the nobleft of that name is dead ; 
Who, though not equal to our fathers found. 
Nor by their ftrifteft rules of juftice bound. 
Yet from his faults this benefit we draw, 
He, for his country's good, tranfgrefsM her law. 
To keep a bold licentious age in awe. 
Rome held her freedom ftill, though he was great j 
He fway'd the fenate, l)ut they rul'd the ftate. 
When crouds were willing to have worn his chain, -^ 
He chofe his private ftation to retain, C 

That all might free, and equal all remain. j 

War's boundlefs power he never fought to ufc. 
Nor aflcM, but what the people might refufc ; 
Much he poflefsM, and wealthy was his llore. 
Yet ftill he gathered but to give the more. 
And Rome, while he was rirh, could ne'er be poor. 
He drew the fword, but knew its rage to charm. 
And lovM peace beft, when he was forc'd to arm ; 
Unmov'd with all the glittering pomp of power, 
He took with joy, but Uid it down with more; 345 
His chatter houftiold and his frugal board. 
Nor lewdnefs did, nor luxury afford, 
Ev n in the higheft fortunes of their lord. 
His noble name, his country's honour grown, 
Was venerably round the nations known, 
And as Rome's faireft light and brighteft glory flionc 

When 
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When betwixt Marin s and fierce Sylla toft. 

The commonwealth her ancient freedom loft. 

Some fhadow yet was l^ft, feme fhcw of power; 

Now ev'n the name with Pompey is no more : 355 

Senate and people all at once are gone. 

Nor neetl the tyrant blufh to mount the throne. 

Oh, happy Pompey ! happy in thy fate, 

•Happy by falling with the falling ftate. 

Thy death a benefit the gods did grant, 360 

Thou might'ft have livM thofe Pharian fwordsto want. 

Freedom, at leaft, thou doft by dying gain. 

Nor livMt to fee thy Julia's father reign 5 

Free death is man's firft blifs, the next is to be flain. 

5uch mercy only I from Juba crave, jjj 

{If Fortune fhould ordain me Juba's (lave) 

To Ca^far let him (hew, but (hew me dead. 

And keep my carcafe, Co he takes my head. 

He faid, and pleased the noble (hade below, 
Tvlore than a thoufand orators could do 5 370 

Though Tully too had lent his charming tongue, 
And Rome's full Forum with his praife had rung. 

But difcord now infc6ls the fullen croud. 
And now they tell their dil'contcnts aloud : 
When Tarchon firft his flying enfigns bore, 375 

Call'd out to march, and haften'd to the ftiorcj 
Him Cato tluis, purfuing as he movM, 
Sternly bcfpoke, and juftly thus reproved : 

Oh, reltlels author of the roving war, 
Doft thou again piratic arms prepare ? -So 

Pompey, tliy terror and thy fcourge, is gone, 
And now thcu hop'il to rule the ieas alone. 

Uc 
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He faid, and bent his frown upon the reft, 
Of whom one bolder thus the chief addrefs^d^ 
And thus their wearinefs of war confefs'd : 

For ]^ompey*8 fake (nor thou difdain to hear) 
The Civil War we wage, thefe arms we bear j 
Him we preferr'd to peace ; but, Cato, now. 
That caufe, that mafter of our arms lies low. 
Let us no more ouj: abfent country mourn, 399 

But to our homes and houihold gods return ; 
To the chafte arms from whole embrace we :fled. 
And the dear pledges of the nuptial bed. 
For, oh I what period can the war attend. 
Which nor Pharfalia's field nor Pompey's death can end ? 
The better times of flying Kfe are paft, 
Let death come gently on m peace at I aft. 
Let age at length with providential care 
The neceffary pile and urn prepare, 
All rites the cruel Civil War denies, 40* 

Part cv^n of Pompey yetunbury'd lies. 
Though vanquifli'd,yet by no barbarian hand. 
We fear not exile in a foreign land. 
Nor 0e our necksby fortune now befpoke. 
To bear the Scj'thim or Armenian yoke ; 405 

The viftor ftill a citizen we own, 
And yield obedience to the Roman gown. 
While Pompey liv'd, he bore the fovereign fway ; 
C'selar was next, and him we now obey $ 
With reverence be the facred (hade ador'd, 419 

But war has given us now another lord : 
To Caefar and fuperior chance we yield : 
All was determined in Emathia's field. 

Hot 



38+ X O W E'S P O E M $• 

Nor fliall our arms on other leaders wait, 

Mor for uncertain hopes moleft the (late. 

We followed Porapey once, but now we follow Fate 

What terms, what fafety, can we hope for now. 

But what the vi6lor's mercy fliall allow ? 

Once Pompey's prefence juftifyM the caufe. 

Then fought we for our liberties apd laws j 419 

With him the honours of that caufe lie dead. 

And all the fanftity of war is fled. 

If, Cato, thoH for Rome thefe arms doft bear. 

If dill thy country only be thy care, 

Seek we the legions where Rome's enflgns fly, 415 

Where her proud eagles wave their wings on high : 

No matter who to Pompey's power fucceeds. 

We follow where a Roman conful leads. 

This faid, he leapM aboard ; the youthful fort 
Join in his flight, and hafte to leave the port 5 430 
The fenfelefs croud their liberty difdain, 
And long to wear viftorious Caefar's chain • 
Tyrannic power now fudden feem'd to threat 
The ancient glories of Rome's free-bom ftate. 
Till Cato fpoke, and thus deferred her fate : 

Did then your vows and fervile prayers confpire 
Nought but a haughty mafter to defire ? 
Did you, when eager for the battle, come 
The Haves of Pompey, not the friends of Rome ? 
Now, weary of the toil, from war you fly, ^0 

And idly lay your ufelefs armour by 5 
Your hands negleft to wield the fliining fword. 
Nor can you fight but for a king and loid. 

Some 
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S«fne mighty chief yoo want, for whom to iweat j 

Yourfelves you know not, or at Icaft forget. 

And fondly bleed, that others may be great ; 

Meanly you toil, to give yourfelres away 5 

And die, to leave the world a tyrant's prey* 

The gods and fortune do at length afford 

A caufe moft worthy of a Roman fword. 45* 

At length ^tis fafe to conquer. Pompey now 

Cannat, by your fuccefs, too potent grew ; 

Yet now, ignobly, you withhold your hands. 

When nearer libeity your aid demands. 

Of three who durft the fovereign power invade, 455 

Two by your fortune's kinder doom lie dead f 

And fliall the Pharian fword and Parthian bow 

Do more for liberty and Rome, than you ? 

Bafe as you are, in vile f4ibje£lion go. 

And fcorn what Ptolemy did ill bellow. 46* 

Ignobly innocent, and raeai^y good, 

You durft not (lain your hardy hands in bloody 

Feebly awhile you fought, but foon did yield. 

And fled the firft from dire Pharfalia's field i 

Co then fecure, for Casfar will be good, 465 

Will pardon thofe who are with eafe fubdued^ 

The pitying viftor will in mercy fpare 

The wretch, who never durft provoke his war. 

Go, fordid flaves ! one lordly matter gone. 

Like heirlooms go from father to the fon, 47* 

Still to enhance your fei*vile merit more. 

Bear fad Cornelia weeping from the ftiore i 

Meanly for hire expofe the matron's life, 

Mctellus' daughter fell, and Pompey's wife \ 

C c T^V* 
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Tike too his fons : let Cx&r find in you gtrc 

Wretchjs tkst may cr'n Pt&lemy out-do. 

But let net my devoted life be IpvM, 

The tyrant greatly (hall that deed reward ; 

Such is the price of Cato's bated head. 

That all your former wars 'fliall well be paid • 4!^ 

'Kill me, and in my blood do Cariar ri|^ht, 
• ris mean to have no other guilt but flight. 

He laid, and (topped the flying naval power * 
Back, they retum'd, repenting, to the fliore. 
As when the bees their waxcntown forfakc, aSj 

'Carelefs in air thtir wandering way they take. 
No more in clullering fwarms condens'*d they fly 
But fleet uncertain through the various flcy ' 
No giore from flowers they fuck the liquid fweet 

. But all their care and induftry forget x ^ga 

' Then if at length the tinkling brals they hear 
With fwift amaze their flight they foon forbear • 
Sudden their fioweiy labours they renew. 
Hang on the thyme, and fip the bahny dew. 
Meantime, fecure on Hybla's fragrant plain 4-' 

'With joy exults the happy fliepherd fwain • 
Proud that his art had thus prelerv'd his (lore 
He fcorns to think, his homely cottage poor. 
With luch pi e-v ailing force did Cato's care 
Tiic fierce- 1 niparier.r foldiers minds prepare 
'lo ienrn ohc«i;t.ncc, and endure the war. 

And now tJieir minds, unknowing of repofe 
With btiiy toil to cxcrcife he chofej 
Still with fuccedive labours are they ply'd, 
And oft in lonfj and weary marches tiy'd. ^c,- 

Bctor: 
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Befoi-e Cyrene's walls they now fit down ; -^ 

And here thcvl£^or's mercy well was ihown, > 

He takes no vengeance of the captive town ; -i 

Patient he fpares, and bids the vanquifli'd live. 

Since Carto, who could conquer, could forgive. 510 

Hence, Libyan Juba's realms they mean t^ explore, 

Juba, who borders on the fwarthy Moor j 

But Nature's boundaries the journey ftay, 

^lie Syrts are fix^d athwart the middle way 5 

Yet led by daring Virtue on they prefs, 5 - 5 

Scorn oppofition, and ftill hope fuccefs. 

When nature's hand the firft formation try'd, ' 
When feas from lands flie <iid at firft divide. 
The SyHs, not quite of fca nor land bereft, 
A mingled mafs uncert^cin ftill (he left 5 520 

For nor the land with feas is quite o'er-fpread, -y* 

Nor fink the waters deep their oozy bed, > 

Nor earth defends its fliore, nor lifts aloft its head. 3 
The fite with neither, and with each complies. 
Doubtful and inacceffible it lies j 525 

Or *tis a fea with (hallows tank'd around, 
Or 'tis a broken land with waters drown'd j 
Here (hores advanced o'er Neptune's rule we find. 
And there an inland ocean lags behind. 
Thus *iature-s purpofe, by herfelf deftroy'd. 
Is ufeUfs-to herfelf and unemploy'd, 
And part of her creation ftill is void. 
Perhaps, when firft the world and time began. 
Her (Veiling tides and plenteous waters ran ; 
But long confining on he burning zone, 535 

The finking feas have felt the neighbouring fun : 

Cc 1 ^N.^^ 
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Still by degrees we fee how they decay. 

And fcarce refift the thirfty God of Day. 

Perhaps^ in diftant agesy * twill be found, ^ 

"When future funs have run the burning rovtid, . . > 

Thefe Syrts fiiail all be dry and iblid grouud $ 3 

Small are the depths their fcanty waves retain. 

And earth grows daily on the yielding main. 

And now the loaden fleet with a£U¥e oars 
Divide the liquid plain, and leave the fhores, .54^ 
When cloudy ikies a gathering florin prefage. 
And Aufter from the South began to rage. 
Full from the land the founding temped roars. 
Repels the fwelling furge, and Sweeps the Chores ; 
The wind purfues,. drives on -the rolling -fand, . ^o 
And gives new- limits to the growing land. 
'Spite of the feamen s toil, the florm prevails $ 
In vain with fkilful ftrength he hands ihelails. 
In vain the cordy cables bind them fail. 
At once it rips and rends them from tlie mafl j . 5.55 
At once the winds the fluttering canvas tear. 
Then whirl and whifk it through the fportive air» 
^ome, timely fortha rifmg rage prepared. 
Furl the Joofe (heet, and Jalh it to the yard : 
In vain tlieir care; fudden the furious blafl 560 

Snaps by the boaid, and bears away the mafl $ 
Of tackling, fails, and mails,- at once bereft. 
The (liip a naked. helplefs hull is left. 
For: d round and round, > ihe quits her purpoiM way. 
And. bounds uncertain o'er. the fwelling. fea. f^^S 

Jiut happier feme a fteady courie maintain. 
Who ftand far out, and keep the deeper main* 

Thcii 
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TReir mails they citt> and, driving with the tidej 
Safe o'er the Airge beneath the tetnpeft ride : 
In vain did^ from the fouthem coaft, their foe, 570 
All black with clouds, old ftorray Aufter blowf- 
Lowly feciire amidft the waves they lay. 
Old ocean heav'd his-back, and roU'd them on their way. 
Some on the (hallows ftrike, and doubtful (land. 
Part beat 4)y waves, part fixM upon the fand. 575 

Now pent amidft the /hoals the billows roar, 
Dafh on the bank6> and fcorn the new-made fhore t 
Now by the wind driven on in heaps they fwelt, 
The ftedfaft banks both winds and waves repel*: 
Still with united force they Mge in vain^ 
The fandy piles their (kitioii iix'd maintain. 
And lift their heads fecure amidft the watery plain. 
There 'fcap'd from feas, upon the faithlefs ftrand. 
With weeping eyes the (hipwreck'd feamen (land. 
And, paft afhore, look vainly out fop land. 
Thus fome were loft 5 but far the greater part, - 
Prefei-v'd from danger by the pilot's art. 
Keep OQ their courfe, a happier fate partake. 
Add reach in fafety-the Tritonian lake. 
Thefe waters to the tuneful god are dear, 5^ 

Whofe vocal fhell the fea- green Nereids hear 5 
Thefe Pallas loves, fo tells reporting fame. 
Here firft from heaven to earth the goddeft camej 
(Heaven's neighbourhood the warmer clime betrays^ 
And fpeaks the nearer Sun's immediately rays) 595 
Here her firft footftefps on the brink flie ftaid. 
Here in the watery glafs her form furvey'd. 
And call'd herfelf from hence the cbafte Tritonian 
maid. 



595 

I 



39© R O W E • S P O E M S. 

Here Lethe's ftreams, from fccrct fprings below. 
Rife to the light j here heavily, and flow,, 
The filent dull forgetful waters flow. 
Here, by the wakeful dragon kept of old, 
Hefperian plants grew rich, with living gold j 
Long fmce, the fruit was from the branches torn. 
And now the gardens their loft honours mourn* 605 
Such was in ancient times the tale received. 
Such by our good forefathers was believM $ 
Nor let tfnquirers the tradition wrong. 
Or dare to queftion, now, the poet's facred fbng. 
Then take it for a ti-uth, the wealthy wood 6^« 

Here under golden boughs low bending ftood 5 
On fome large tree Ws folds the ferpent wound, 1 
The fair Hefperian virgins watchM around, C 

And joinM to guard the rich forbidden ground. j 
But great Alcides came to end their care, fijr 

Stript the gay grove, and left the branches bare j 
Then back returning fought the Argive ftiore. 
And the bright fpoil to proud Euryftheus bore. 

Thefe famous regions and the Syrts o'erpaft. 
They reachM the Garamantian coaft at laft j £1^ 

Here, under Pompey's care the navy lies. 
Beneath the gentleft clime of Libya's flcies. 

But Cato's foul, by dangers unreftrain'd, 
Eafc and a dull una6Uve life difdain'd. 
His daring virtue urges to go on, £j * 

Through defert lands, and nations yet unknown • 
To march, and prove th' unhofpitable ground. 
To (hun the Syrts, and lead the foldier round. 

Since 



I 



rUCAN'S PHARSALIA, Book IX. 39? 

Since now t^mpeftuous feafons vex the^fea, 

Aonii the declining year forbids the watery way j ' 630^- 

He fees the cloudy drizzling. winter near, • 

And hopes kind rains may; cool the fultry air » 

So happ'ly may. they journey 00 fecure^ 

Nor burning heats, 4ior«kilUng frofts endure ; 

But while cool winds the winter's breath fupplies j 

With gentle warmth the Libyan- fun may rife, 

And both may join and temper well the-flcies* • 

But ere the toilfome march he undertook, . 
The hero thus the liftning hoft befpoke : 

Fellows in arms ! whofe blifs,-svhofe chiefeft good, 64.0 
Is Rome's defence, -and freedom bought with blood y . 
You, w!io, to die with liberty, irom far 
Have follow'd Cato in this fatal war/ 
Be now for virtue's nobleft ta(k prepar'd, . 
Kor labours many, perilous, and hard. 64.51 

Think throughwhat burning climes,what wilds we go; -j 
No leafy (h^des the naked deferts kiiow^ > 

Nor filver ftreams through flowery meadows flow* ^ ' 
But horrors there, and various, deaths abound,- 
And ferpents guard th' unhofpitable ground. • 659 
Hard is the way ^.but thuff our fate demands ; . 
Rome and.her laws we»feek amidfl-thefe fands. 
Let thofe who, glowing with their country's love, - 
Refolve with- me thefe dreadful plains to prove, 
Nov of return nor fafety once <lebate, • 655 • 

But only dare to go, and leave the reft to fate. 
Think not I mean the dangers to difguife. 
Or hide them from the cheated vulg^'s eyes , - 

Cc 4.- Thbfe,. 
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Thofe, only tboCe» (hall la my €ate partiakej 

Who love the daring for the danger's fake ; €6a 

Thofe who can fuffer all the word can come. 

And think, it what they owe themfrUes and Rome. 

If any yet (hall doubt> or yet (hall fear; 

If life be, more than liberty, hit care $ 

Here, ere we journey farther, let him ftay,. ^ 

Inglorious let him, like a (lave, obey, i 

And feek a mafter in fome fafier way. y 

Foremoft, behold, I lead you to the toi]> 

My feet (hall foremoft print the dufty foil s' 

Strike me the firft, thou flaming God of Day, 670 

Firft let me feel thy (iercc, thy fcorching ray j 

Ye living poifons all, ye fnaky train. 

Meet me the firfk upon the fatal plaim 

In every pain, which you my warriors fear. 

Let me be lirfl, and teach you how to bear. 675 

Who fees me pant for drought, or fainting firitp. 

Let him upbraid me, and complain of thirft* 

If e'er for (hclter to the (hades I fly. 

Me let him curfe, me, for the fultry (ky» 

If while the weary foldier marches on, n 

Your leader by diftinguilh'd cafe be known, i 

Forfake my caufe, ai:d leave me there alone. j 

The funds, the ferpents, thirft, and burning heat. 

Arc dear to patience, and to virtue fweet ; 

Virtue, that fcorns on cowards terms to pleafe, 6i5 

Or cheaply to be bought, or won with eafe 5 

But then (he joys, then fmiles upon her (tate, 

Then faireft to herfelf, then moft complete. 

When glorious danger makes her truly great. 

So 
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Sa Libyans plains tlone Aiall wipe away is^ 

The foul dt/honours of Pharfalia*s day j 
So (hall your Courage now tranfcend that fear i 
You fled wtdi glory there, to eonquf r here. 

He faid } and hardy love of toil iRfpirM f 
And every breaft with godlike ardour fir*d. . $^^ 

Straight, carelefs of return, without delay 
Through the wide wafte he took his pathlefs way. 
Libya, ordain'd to be his laft retreat. 
Receives the hero, fearlefs of his fate j. 
Here the good gods his^ laft of labours doom. 
Here (hall his bones and facred du ft find room. 
And his great bead be hid, within an humble tomb. 

If this large globe be portionM right by fame. 
Then one third part (hall Tandy Libya claim : 
But if we count, as funs defcend and die,. 705 

If we divide by caft and weft the flcies. 
Then, with fair Europe, Libya fhall combine^ 
And both to make the weftem half (hall join. 
Whilft wide-extended Afia fills the reft, y 

Of all from Tanais to Nile pofleft, C 

And reigns fole emprefs of the dawning eaft. j^ 

Of all the Libyan foil, the kindlieft found 
Far to the weftem feas extends its bound 5 
Where cooling gales, where gentle Zephyrs fly, 
And fetting fun& adorn the gaudy (ky : yrj; 

And yet ev'n hew no Itqcrid fountain's vein 
Wells through the foil, and gurgles o>r the plain j. 
But from our northern clime, our gentler heaven, 
Kefrelhing dews and fhiitfal rains are driven f 

AlK 
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Thence the wide dreary plains one vifage wear, 

Alike in fiifnmer, winter, fpring'appcar. 

Nor feel the turns of the revolving year. 

Thin herbage here (for fome ev'n here is found) 

The Nafamonian hinds collect around j 

A naked race, and barbaious of mind, 753 

That live upon the lofles of mankind : 

The Syrts fupply their wants and barren foil. 

And ftrow th* unhofpitable fnores with fpolL 

Trade they have none, but ready ftiii they (land, ^ 

Rapacious, to invade the wealthy fti-and, i. 

And hold a commerce, thu^, with every didant land. <) 

Through this dire countiy Cato's journey lay, 
Here he purfued, while Virtue* led the way. 
HcBC the bold youth, led by hJs4iigh commsfnd, 
Fearlefs-of ftorms and raging winds, by land 765. 
Repeat the dangers of. the fv/elling main,- 
And ftrive with ftorms and raging winds again. 
Here all at large, where nought reftrains his force. 
Impetuous Aufter runs his rapid cojrlc ; 
Nor mountains here, nor ftcdfalt rocks reilil, 77a. 

But free he fweeps along the Spacious lift. 
No ftahle groves of ancient oaks aiile, 
To tire his rage, and catch him as he Hies j 
But wide, around, the nnked plains appear, 
Here fierce he drives unbounded throujih the air. 
Roars and exerts his drcadt'ul empire here. 
The whirling duft, like v/aves ip eddies vnought, 
RiHng aloft, to the mid heaven is caught ; 
There hang^ a fulien cloud ; nor falls again, 
■ Nor breaks, like genlie v;'.pcurs, into rain. ^^^^ 



} 



396 R O W £ * 8 P O £ M 8. 

Gazing, tlie poor inhabitant deictiet. 

Where high above his land and cottage flies ; 

Bereft, he fees his loft pofleflions there. 

From earth tranfported, and now fbt*d In air* 

Not rifing flames attempt a bolder flight ; ^ 

Like fmoke by rifing flames uplifted, light ( 

The fands alcend, and ftain the heavens with night. J 

But now, his vtmoft pofwer and rage to boaft^ 
The flormy god invades the Roman hoft j 
l-he foldier yields, unequal to the fliock, 791 

And ftaggers at the wind's ftupendous ftroke. 
Amaz'd he {tes that earth, which lowly lav, 
ForcM from beneath his £eet, and torn away* 
Oh Libya I were thy pliant furface bound. 
And formed a folid, cloie-compa&ed ground | 79$ 
Or hadft thou rocks, whole hollows deep below 
Would draw thofe ranging winds that loolely blow; 
Their fury, by thy firmer ma& oppcsM, 
Or in thofe dark infernal caves inclosed. 
Thy certain ruin would at once complete, fct 

^ihake thy foundations, and unfix thy feat : 
But well (hy dirting plains have learned to yield ; i 
Th'js, not coniindine, tkou thy place hall held, > 
Vr.nxd art nx\!, ani nyir.g keep* It the field. J 

H: 1:t!<, !i\:Jur$ And ihi^ld<, iV.itchM from the warlike hofti 
'i\\ cutih hiivfn's wiJo rtgi-ns fir away were toft$ 
V '.^ ^i '..';.•...: r*::ot'<, wi: -. religlcuS fear, 1 

B.:'i-.*' i.V:*'. u* losvv j,-rvxvapk- in air, I 

Ard ihon»:h; t'.'c j'.vv* ^v ihicn denounced a war, J 
^v.:h * j*.y was the chirsc.', which riri did raii'e 810 
Tn \.:v *^ ^t^I^ N u»u J* s da ys j 

Such 
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Such were thofc fhieids^ and thus they came from heaven, 
A facred charge to young patricians given ; 
Perhaps, long iince, to lawlefs winds a prey. 
From far barbarians were they forcM away j 815 

Thence through long airy journeys fafe did coroe^ 
To cheat the croud with miracles at Rome* 
Thus, wide o'er Libya, rag'd the ftormy fouth. 
Thus every way aifaird the Latian youth : 
Kach feveral method for defence they try, l29« 

Now wrap their garments tight, now clofe they lie : 
^ Now fmking to the earth, with weight they prefs, 
Now clafp it to them with a (Irong embrace. 
Scarce in that pofttuv fafe $ the driving blaft 
3ears hard, and almoft heaves them dff at laft, S^j 
Meantime a Tandy flood comes rolling on. 
And fwelling heapto the proiirate legions drown ^ 
2iev/ to the fudden dangtr, and difmay*d. 
The frighted foldier hafty calls for aid. 
Heaves at the^hill, and ftniggling rears his head. 
Soon fhoots the growing pile, and, rear'd on high^ 
Xifts up its lofty fuminic to the iky : 
-High fandy -walls, like Ibrts, their paflage (by. 
And riling mountains intercept their way : 
The certain bounds which flioiikl their journey gaide> -j 
The moving earth imd dufty delnge Ude ; > 

So landmarks fink beneath the fllowiag tide. J 

As through mid.feas unceitainly they move, 
(Led only by Jove's facj^ed lights above : 
• Part ev'n of them the Libyan diflfie fkniea» -^ 

Forbids their native northern ftars to^iife, > 

And fiiades the well-known luilre from their eyei. ^ 

Now 
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Now near approacbhigr to the burnin^r xoHVt 
To warmer, calmer flues' they journeyed on. 
The{lackeniDgtlormtfihendghb6urhig funcodlcfiy ] 
The heat ftrikes fiercer, and the winds grow lefiy 5 
Whilft parching thirft and fainting fweats incnde. j 
As forwaid on the weary way tijey went. 
Panting with drought, and all witk labcmr fptet, 
Amidll the-defert, defolate and dry, :|j» 

One chanc'd. a little trickling fpnng ^o i^y i 
. Proud of the prize, 'he dninM the icattty tton. 
And in his helmet to the c4iieftain bore. 
Around, in crouds; the thirfty legions ftood» i 
Their throats and clammy jaws with doft beftrew% V 
: And all with wifhful eyes the liquid treafure'view^dL ^ 
Around the leader caft his careful lo«k, n 

Sternly the tempting envy *d. gift he took, * > 

Held it, and thus the giver fierce beipoke t ^ 

And think'fl thou then that I want Vittucflurftl tfo 
■ Am I the meanefl of this Romans hoft • 
Am I the firfl foft coward that complains 1 
That fhrinks, unequal to thefe glorious pains'! 
Am I in eafe and infamy the firfl I i. 

Rather be thou, bafe as thou art, accurs'*d ? 

Thou that dar*fl drink, when all befide th^thiHL J 
He fa id y and wrathful ftretching folth his hand 
- PourM out the precious draught upon the fand* 
Well did the water thus for all j>rovide9 
Envy\l by none, while thus to all deny M^ 
A little thus'-the general want fupply'd. 

Now to the facred tcn:ple they draw near 
•Wbofc only altars Libyan lands- revere j 

That* 
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"There, but unlike the Jove by' Rome ador'd, 

4A. form uncouth, flands heaven's Almighty Lord. .87^ 

'tNo regal enfigns grace. his potent hand. 
Nor fhakes he there the lightning*s iiaming> brand j . 
But, ruder to behold, a horned ram 
Belies the god, and Ammon is his name. 
There though he reigns unrival'd and alone, Z%0 

*©'er the rich neighbours of the Torrid Zonej 
Though fwarthy ^thiops are to him confined, 
With Araby the bleft, and wealthy Inde; 
Yet no proud domes are raised, no gems are feen. 
To blaze upon his ihrines with coftly iheen ; 8:83 

^But plain and poor, and unpiophan'd he ftood, 
Such as, to whomoyr great fore-fathers bowM : 
J^ god of. pious times, and days of old. 
That keeps his temple fafe from Koman gold. 
Here, and here only, through wide Libyans fpace, Si^'o 
Tall trees, the land, and verdant herbage grace j 
Here the loofe fands by plenteous fprings are bound, 
.Knit to a.mafs, and moulded into ground: 
Hei-e fmiling nature wears a fertile drefs, 
And all things here the prefent god confefs, -895 

- "Vet here the fun to neither pole declines, 
But from his zenith vertically fiiines : 
kHence, ev'n the tiees no friendly* ihelter yieW, 
Scarce their own trunks' the leafy branches ihieM j 
The rays defcend<tire6l, »all round-embrace, .90a 

-.And to a central point the ihadow.chace, 
.Here equally the middle line is found. 
To cut'tihe radiant Zodiac in its round i 

Here' 
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Here unoblicfue the Bull and Scorpion rife, 
Hqv mount too fwift^ nor Jeave too (bon the ikiet ; 905 
Nor Libra does too long the Ram attend, 
Kor bids the Maid thej^i^ iign defcend. 
The Boys and Centaur juftly time divide. 
And equally their fereral feafons^uide: 
'Alike the Crab and wintery Goat return, ^tt 

Alike- the Lion and the flowing Urn. 
Jf any farther nations yet are known. 
Beyond the Libyan fires, and feorching zone ; 
Northward^rom them the fund's bright counle ismade^ 
And to the fouthward ftrikes the leaning fliade : 915 
There fiow Bootes, with his lazy wain 
I^cfcending, feems to reach the watery main 
Of all the lights which high above they fee. 
No ftar what-e'er from Neptune 
The whirling axle drives them 
in the fea. 

Before the temple's entrance, at the gate. 
Attending crouds of eaftem pilgrims wait : 
Thefefrom the homed god expert relief : 
But all give way before the Latian chief. 
His hoft, (as crouds are fuperftitious ftill) 
Curious of fate, of future good and ill. 
And fond to prove prophetic Ammon's (kiH, 
Intreat their leader to the god would go, 
f And from his oracle Rome's fortunes know : 
But Labienus chief the thought approv'd, 930 

And thus the common fuit to Cato mov'd : 

Chance, and the fortune of the way, he faid, 
'iave brought Jov€^s facred counfcls to our aid : 
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•This grcateft of the gods, this mighty chief. 
Id each redrefs ihafl he a Aire relief; 935 

$hall point the diftant dangers fiom afar. 
And teach the future fortunes of the war. 
To thee, O Cato ! pious ! wife ! and juft ! 
Their dark decrees the cautious gods (hall truft; 
To thee their fore-determinM will fhall tell : 949 

Their will has'been thjr law, and thou haft kept it well. 
Fate bids thee now the noble thought improve ; 
Fate brings thee here, to meet and talk with Jove, 
inquire betimes, what various chance ftiall come 
To impious CaePar, and thy native Rome; 
Try to avert, at leaft, thy country's doom. 
Aik if thefe^arms our freedom fhall reftore : 
Or elfe, if laws and right ihall be no more. 
Be thy greajt breaft with facred knowledge fraught. 
To lead us in the wandering maze of thought : 950 
Thou, that to virtue ever wert inclined 
Learn what it is, how certainly defined. 
And leave fome perfcft rule to guide mankind. 
'Full of the god that dwelt within his breaft, 
Tdje hero thus his fecret mind exprefsM, 955 

And in-born truths reveal'd j truths which might well 
. Become ev'n oracles themfelves to tell. 

Where would thy fond, thy vain enquiry go ? 
W<iat myftic fate, what fecret, would'ft thou know } 
Is it a doubt if death fhould be my doom, 
Kather than live till kings and bondage corae^ 
Rather than fee a tyrant crownM in Rdme ? 
Or would'ft thou know if, what we value here, 
Life, be a trifle hardly worth our care ? 

D d NN V-ix 
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What by old age and length of dajrs we gain, 965 
More than to lengthen out the fenfc of pain ? 
Of if this world, with all its forces joined, *% 

The univerfal malice of mankind, L 

Can (hake or hurt the brave and honeft mind ? J 

If liable virtue can her ground maintain, o^ 

Whilft fortune feebly threats and frowns in vain ? 
If truth and juftnefs with uprightnefs dwell. 
And honefty confift in meaning well ? 
If right be independent of fuccefs. 
And conqueft cannot make it more nor lefs ? 975 

Are thefe, my friend, the fecrets thou would^ft know, 
Thofe doubts for which to oracles we go ? 
'Tis known, 'tis plain, 'tis all already told. 
And horned Ammon can no more unfold. 
From God derived, to God by nature joinM, 9S0 

We a6l the di6lates of his mighty mind : 
And though our priefts are mute, and temples ftill 
God never wants a voice to fpeak his will. 
When firft we from the teeming womb were brought *) 
With in- born precepts then our fouls were fraught > 
And then the maker his new creatures taught. j 

Then when he formM, and gave us to be men 
He gave us all our ufeful knowledge, then, 
Canil thou believe, the vaft eternal mind 
Was e'er to Syrts and Libyan fands confin'd ? ago 
That he would choole this wafte, this barren ground 1 
To teach ihe thin inhabitants around, I 

And leave his truth in wilds and deferts drowned ? j 

It 
2 
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Is there a place that God would choof to love «^ 

JBeyond this earth, the Teas, yon heaven above, v 

And virtuous minds, the nobleft throne for Jove ? j 
Why feek we farther then ? behold around, ^j 

How all thou feeft does with the god abound, v 

Jove is alike in s^l, and always to be found. 3 

Let thofe weak minds, who live In doubt and fear, 1000 
To juggling priefts for oracles repair j 
One certain hour -of death to each decreed. 
My fix'd, my certain foul from doubt has freed. 
The coward and the brave are doom'd to fall ; 
And when Jove told this truth, he told ms all. X005 
So fpoke the hero ; and, to keep his word. 
Nor Ammon, nor his oracle explored s 
But left the croud at freedom to believe. 
And take fuch anfwers as the prieft ihould give, 

Foremoft on foot he treads the burning fand, xoxqi 
Bearing his arms in his own patient handj 
Scorning another^s weary neck to prefs. 
Or in a lazy chariot loll at eafe : 
The panting foldier at his toil fucceeds, 
Wher£ no command, but great example leads. X015 
^Sparing of fleep, ftill for the reft he wakes. 
And at the fountain, laft, his thirft he flakes ; 
Whene'er by chance fome living ftream is found. 
He ftands, and fees the cooling draughts go raund. 
Stays till the laft and meaneft drudge be paft, 1020^ 
And, till his flaves have drunk, difdains to tafte. 
If true good men deferve immortal fame, 
If virtue^ though diftrefs'd, be ftill the fafne i 

D d a What. 
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Whate'cr our fathers greatly darM to do, ? f 

" Whate'er they bravely bore, and wUely kn^iw, . > 
. Their virtues all are his, and all their praUe his due> j 
Whoe'er, with battles fortunately fought. 
Whoe'er, with Roman blood, fuch honours brought? 
This triumph, this, on Libya's utmoft bound, 
^ With death. and defolation compafsM rpuad, « xajo 
To all thy glories, Porapey, I prefer. 
Thy trophies, and thy third triumphal car. 
To Marius\mighty name, and great Juguvthine wai; 
His country'^ father here, O RomCs behold, 
. JVorthy thy temples, priefts, and ibcinesof gold ! - lo^ 
If e'er thou break'ft thy loirdly, mafter's.-cbain* 
If liberty be e'erreftor'4 9g^n, 
Him ihalt thou place ip thy divine abodrs. 
Swear by his holy name,yand rank him with thy .gods. 

Now,. to thofe fultry. regions were they paJft, 
Which Jove to ftop inquiring mortals plac'd. 
And as their utmoft, ibuthern, limits caft. • 
Thirfty, for fprings they fearch the.defert i-ound. 
And only one, ami^ft the fands, they found. 
Well ftor'd it was, but all accefs was barr'dj 2045 
The ftream ten thoufand noxious ferponts gruard : 
Dry afpics on the fatal mai'gin ftood. 
And Dipias thirfted in the middle flood. 
Back from thg ftream the frighted foldier. flies, 
^Though parch'd, and languifliing for drink,h$ dies : 1 1^ 
The chief beheld, and faid. You fear in vain. 
Vainly from fafe and healthy draughts abftain. 
My loldier, drink, and dread no| death or pain. 

When 
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When lirg'*d to rage, their teeth the ferpents fix, 
And irenom with our vital juices mix 5 1055 

Tfife peft infiis'd through every vein runs round, 
Infefts the mafs, and death is in the wound. '^ 
Harmlefs and fafe, no poifon here they (hed r 
I He faidj and firft the doubtful draught eflay'd 5 
He, whb through all their march, their toil, thek 
thirft, 1060 ' 

Demanded, here alone, to drink the firft. 

Why plagues, like thefe, infeft the Libyan air. 
Why deaths unknown' in variou's fliapes appeaf- j 
Why, fruitful- to deftroy, the turfed land 
Is tempered thus,- by nature's fecret hand ; " 1065 
Dark and-obfcure the hidden Caufe renlaihs, ' 
And ftill deludes the vain enquincr^s paitis ;' 
Unlefs a tale for truth may be befievM, 
And the good-naturM world be willingly deceiv'd, 

Where weftem waves on fartheft Libya beat, 
Warm'd with the fetting fun's defcending heat. 
Dreadful Medufa fixM her hoiTid feat. 
No leafy fhade, with kind prote^ion, (hieWs 
The rough, the fqualid, unfrequented fields 5 
No-jTiark'of fliepherds, or the plowman's tori,- • 1075 
To tend the flocks, or turn the mellow Coii'i 
But, rude with rocks, the region all around 
Its miltrefs, and her potent vifage, own'd. 
'Twas from this monfter to afflict mankind. 
That nature firft produc'd the fnaky kind : ' jo8o - 
On her, at firft their forky tongues appearM 5 "' " 
From her, their dreadful hiffings firft were heard. 

D d 3 Some 
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Some wreathM in folds upon her temples hung ; 
Some backwards to her waftc depended long j 
Some with their rifmg crefts her forehead deck j xoJj 
Some wanton play, and la(h her fWelling neck i : 

And while her hands the curling vipers conib> i 

Poifons diftil around, and drops of livid £bana« ! 

None, who beheld the fury, could •onaplain j 
So fwift their fate, preventing death and pain : X09O 
Ere they had time to fear, the change came on. 
And motion, fenfe, and life, were loft in ftone* 
The foul itfelf, from fudden flight debarred, 
Oongealing, in the body's fortune fharM. 
The dire Eumenides could rage infpire, J095 

But could no more ; the tuneful Thracian lyre 
Infernal Cerberus did foon afluage, 
LuH'd him to reft, and foothM his triple rage 5 
J-Iydra's feven heads the bold Alcides view'd. 
Safely he faw, and what he faw, fubdued : jjoo 

Of thefe in various terrors each excel Td j 
But all to this fuperior fury yield. 
Phorcus and Coeto, next to Neptune he. 
Immortal both, and rulers of the fea, 
'I'his monfter's parents did their ofTspring dread • hoc 
And from her fight her fifter Gorgons fled. 
Old ocean's waters, and the liquid air, 
The univcrfal world her power might fear : 
All nature's beauteous works flie could invade, •) 

Through cveiy part a lazy numbnefs flied, L 

And over all a ftony furface fprcad. V 

Birds in their flight were ftopt, and ponderous grown. 
Forgot their pinions, and fell fenfclcfs down, 

BeafU 
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Beafts to the rocks were fix'd, and all around 
Were tribes of ftone and marble nations found. 1x15 
No living eyes fo fell a fight could bear ; 
Her fnakes themfelves» all deadly though they were> 
Shot backward from her face^ and ihrunk away for 

fear. 

By her, a rock Titanian> Atlas grew. 
And heaven by her the giants did fubdue t mo 

Hard was the fight, and Jove was half djfmay'd. 
Till Pallas brought the Gorgon to his aid ; 
The heavenly nation laid afide their fear. 
For foon (he finifh'd the prodigious war j 
To mountains turn''d, the monfter race remains, 1125 
The trophies of her power on the Phlegraean plains. 

To feek this monfter, and her fate to prove. 
The fon of Danae and golden Jove, 
Attempts a flight through airy ways above. 
The youth Cyllenian Hermes' aid implorM ; 1130 

The god aflifted with his wings the fword. 
His fword, which late made watchful Argus bleed. 
And 16 from her cruel keeper freed : 
Unwedded Pallas lent a fifter^s aid ; 
But afk'd, for recompence, Medufa's head. 1135 

Eaftward (he warns her brother bend his flight, . 
And from the Gorgon realms avert his fight j 
Then arms his left with her refulgent fliield. 
And fiiews how there the foe might be beheld. 
Peep flumbers had the drouiy fiend poflefl, x 140 

Such as drew on, and well might feem, her laftt 
And yet flie flept not whole ; one half her fnakes 
Watchful, to guard their horrid mifirefs, wakes 

D d 4 TV.<^t 
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The reft difticverd, loofcly, round her head; 

And o'er her droufy lids and face were fpread. 1 14? 

Backward the youth draws near, nor dares to look. 

But blindly, at a venture, aims a ftroke : 

His faltering hand the virgrin goddefs guides. 

And from the monfter's nerk her fnaky head divides. 

Butch! what art, what numbers, can exprefs n50 

The terrors of the dying Gorgon^s face ! 

AVhat clouds of poifon from her lips arifc t 

What death, what vaft deftruflion, threatcn'd in her 

eyes ! 
'Twas fomewhat that immortal gods might fear. 
More than the warlike maid herfclf could bear. 1155 
The viftor Perfeus ftill had been fubdoed. 
Though, wary ftill, with eyes averfe he ftood : 
Had not his heavenly fitter's timely care 
Veil'd the dread vifage with^ the hifling hair* 
Seiz'd cf his prey, heavenwards, uplifted light, 11^ 
On Hermes' nimble wings, he took his flight. 
Now thoughtful of his courfe, he hung in air. 
And meant through Europe's happy clime to ilecr j 
Till pitying Pallas warnM him not to blaft 
Her fruitful fields, nor lay her cities wafte. 1165 

I or who would not have upwanls caft their fight, 
C'lirious to gaze at fuch a wondrous flight ? 
Thtretorc, by gales of gentle Zephyrs borne. 
To Libya's coaft the hero minds to turn. 
Bcnciili the fultry line, expos'd it lies n-o 

lo t!v.::«-Ily planets, and malignant fkies. 
Still, with his fiery fteeds, the god of day 
i>: ivcs thiough that heaven, and makes his burning way. 
4 ^» 
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No land move high ere£is its lofty head, 

The filver moon in dim eclipfe to ihadej 1175^ 

If through the fummcr fign^ direft ihe run, 

Nor bends obliquely, north or fouth to-Aiun 

The envious earth that hides her from the fun. 

Yet could this foil accurft^ this- barren fieldy> 

Increafe of deaths, and poifonous harvefts yield, x i8# 

Where-e'er fublime in air the viftor flew. 

The monfter's head diftill'd a deadly dew j 

The earth received the feed, and pregnant grew. 

Still as the putrid gore dropt on the fand, 

'Twas tempered up by nature's forming hand } 1 1851 

The glowing climate makes the work complete, 

And broods upon the mafs, and lends it genial heat. 

Firft of thofe plagues the droufy Afp appeared. 
Then firft her creft and fwclling «eck fhe rear'd^ , 
A larger drop of black congealing blood XX90' 

Diftinguiih^d her amidft the deadly brood. 
Of all the ferpent race are none fo fell. 
None with fo many deaths fuch plenteous venom fwell j 
Chill in themfelves, our colder climes they ihun. 
And choofe to baik in Afric's warmer fun ; 1x95 

But Nile no more confines them now : What bound 
Can for infatiate avarice be found ! 
Freighted with Libyan deaths our merchants come. 
And poifonous Afps are things of price at Rome. 

Her fcaly folds th' Haemorrhois unbends, 1200 

And her vaft length along the fand extends 5 
Where-e'er (he wounds, from every part the blood 
Gufhcs reiifllefs in a crimfon flood. 

Amphibious 
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Amphibious fome do in the Syrts abound. 
And now on land, in waters now are found. iits 

Slimy Chelyders the parchM eardi diftain. 
And trace a reeking fiirrow on the plain. 

The fpotted Cenchris, rich in various dyes. 
Shoots in a line, and forth diredly flies i 
Not Theban marbles are fo gayly drefs^d, itio 

Nor with fuch party-colour'd beauties grac'*d* 

Safe in his earthly hue and dufky fldn, 
Th' Ammodites lurks in the fands unieen r 
The Swimmer there the cryftal ftream pollutes j 
And fwift, through air, the flying Javelin flioots. M15 
The Scytale, ere yet the fpring returns. 
There cai^s her coat ; and there the Dlpfas bums } 
The Amphisbaena doubly arm'd s^ppears. 
At either end a threatening head (he rears. 
Kais'd on his a6live tail the Pareas ftands, mo 

And, as he paffes, furrows up the fands. 
The Prefter by his forming jaws is known ; 
The Seps invades the flefh and firmer bone, 
Diffolves the mafs of man, and melts his fabric down. 
The Bafiliik, with dreadful hidings heard, 1225 

And from afar by every ferpent fear'd. 
To diftance drives the vulgar, and remains 
The lonely monarch of the defert plains. 

And you, ye dragons of the fcaly race. 
Whom glittering gold and fhining armours grace, 12-0 
In other nations harmlefs are you found. 
This guardian Genii and protcftors own'd j 

In 
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In Afric only are you fatal 5 there, ^ 

On wide-expanded wings, fublime you rear C 

Your dreadful forms, and drive the yielding air. J 
The lowing kine in droves you chace, and cull 
Some mafter of the herd, fomc mighty bull ; 
Around his ftubbom fides your tails you twift. 
By force comprefs, and burft his brawny cheft. 
Not elephants are by their larger fize 2140 

Secure, but, with the reft, become your prize, 
Refiftlefs in your might, you all invade. 
And for deftruftion need not poifon's aid. 
Thus, though a tfaoufand plagues around them 
fpread, 
A weary march the hardy foldiers tread. 
Through thirft, through toil anddeath, by Cato led. 
Their chief, with pious grief and deep regret. 
Each moment mourns his friends untimely fate ; 
Wondering, he fees fome fmall. Come trivial wound 
Extend a valiant Roman on the ground.. 1250 

Aulus, a noble youth of Tyrrhene blood. 
Who bore the ftandard, on a Dipfas trode j 
Backward the wrathful ferpent bent her head. 
And, fell with rage, th' unheeded wrong repay'd. 
Scarce did fome little mark of hurt remain, ^^S$ 

And fcarcc he found fome little fenfe of pain 5 
Nor could be yet the danger doubt, nor fear 
That death, with all its terrors, threatened there- 
WTien lo ! unfeen, the fecret venom fpreads. 
And every nobler part at once invades 5 nfia 

Swift flames confume the marrow and the brain. 
And the fcorch'd entrails rage with burning pain ; 
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Upon his heart the thkfty poifont prey, 
iViid drain the Cuxtd joict of life away. 
N« kindly floods of moifture bathe hit tongas, • i^f" 
But cleaving to the parched roof it hungi 
No trickling drops diAil, no dewj fwcat, \ 
To eafe his weary Jimbs, and cool the ragimg beat 
Nor could he weep j. ev'n grief could not fopply . n . 
Streams for the mournful office of his cye^ > 

lli'e never- fail ing.fource of tears was. dry,. 3 

Frantic he flies, and with a carelefs hand n.v 

Hurls the negle6led eagle on the fand j '-. ( 

Nor hears, jsor minds, his pitpng chief's command. ^ 
Fdr fprings he feeks, he digs, he proves the ground, 
For fprings, in vain, explores the defert round, 1176* 
For cooling draughts, which might their aid impart, 
Ahd quench the burning venom in his heart. 
Plung'd in the Tanais, the Rhone, or Po, -j 

Or Nile, whofe wandering ftreams o'er ^gypt flow, > 
Still would he rage, ftill with the fever glow. J 

l^c fcorching climate to his fate confpires, 
And Libya's fan aflifts the Dipfas' fires. 
Now every where for drink, in vain he pries, ^ 

Now to the Syrts and briny fcas he flies j > 

The briny feas delight, but feem not to fuffice. J 

No/ yet he knows what fecret plague he nurs'd, 
Nor found the poifon, but believ d it thlrft. 
Of ihirft, and thirft alone, he ftiil ccmplains, 
Ravingfor thirit, he tears his fwciling veins j 1200 
From every vcfiel drains a crin.lbii riood. 
And quafts in greedy draughts hij vitil Hood. 

This 
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~ This Cato (aw, and ftraight, without delay. 
Commands the legions on to urge their way j 
; Kqr give th' enquiring foldier time to know 1295 

What dea41y deeds a fatal tbirft could do. 
But foon a fate more fad, with ijew,furprize, 
.^'^rom the firft pbjeft turns iheir wondering eyes. 
.Wretched Sahellus by a Sep& was ftung; 
; FixM to his leg, with deadly teeth, it hung : 1 300 

Sudden the ibidier (hook it from the .wound, 
^ransfix'd andnail'd it to the barren ground. 
Of all the dirc.deftruftLve-ferpent race. 
None have fo much of death, though none are lefs, 
. For ftraight, around the part, the ?kia withdrew, -% 
The flefh and.ihrinking finews backward flew, -i 
And left the naked bones exposM to view* J 

/The fpreading poifons all the parts confound, 
.And the whole body finks wkhin the wound. 
/The brawny thighs no more.theirmufclesboaft, 1310 
But, melting, all in liquid filth are loft 5 
The well-knit groin above, and ham below, 
Mixt in one putrid ftream> together. flo w ; 
The firm Peritonaeum, rent in twain, ,^ 

No more the prefiing entrails could- fuftain, C 

It yields, and forth they fall, at once they gufh^imain. J 
^mall relics of fh&mouldering.mafs were leftj 
At once of fubftance, as of fonn bereft j 
Diffolv'd the whole in liquid poifon raji, 
^nd to a naufeous. puddle fhrunk the man. 1329 

Then burft the rigid nerves, the manly breaft. 
And all the textuxye of the heaving cheft j 

Refiftlefs 
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JRefidlefs way theoonqnenng venom nude. 

And fecret nature wat at once di(playM j 

Her facred prwaciet aB open Ut is«| 

To each propfaane, enqoiriAgy migar eye* 

Then the broad flionldeFt did Ae peft ioffade, } 

Then o>r ihe ^rallant arms and neck it fpread } > 

Laft funk, the mind*8 imperial ftat, the hemdm J 

^o fnows diflbkM by fouthem breexet nn, i%t* 

So melts the wax before the noon-day Am. 

Nor ends the wonder here $ though ibmes are knowa 

To wafte the flefii» yet ftill they fpare the bones 

Jlere none were left, no leaftitmains vtforc fien-i 

J^o marks to ihew, that once the man had been, tsss 

Of all the plagues which curfe the Libyan land» 

(If death and mifchief may a crown demand) 

5eq)ent, the palm is thine. Though others may 1 

Boaft of their power to force the foul away, > 

Yet foul and body both become thy prey. J 

A fate of different kind Nafidius found, 

A burning Prefter gave the deadly wound ; 

And ftraight a fudden flame began to fpread. 

And paint his vifage with a glowing red. 

With fwift expanfion fwells the bloated skin. 

Nought but an undiftinguifhed mafs is feen. 

While the fair human form lies loft within. 

The puffy poifon fpreads, and heaves around. 

Till all the man is in the monfter drown 'd. 

No more the ftecly plate his breaft can ftay, 1350 

But yields, and gives the burfting poifon way. 

Not waters fo, when fire the rage fupplies, 

'bubbling on heaps, in boiling cauldrons rife ; 

Nor 
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Nor fwells the (Iretching canvas half fo fail. 

When the fails gather all the driving blaft. 

Strain the tough yards, and bow the lofty maft. 

The various parts no longer now are known. 

One headlefs formlefs heap remains alone j 

The featherM kind avoid the fatal feaft. 

And leave it deadly to fome hungry beaft j 1360 

With horror feiz'd, his fad companions too. 

In hafte from the unburyM carcafe flew ; 

Look'd back, but fled again, for (till the monftergrew, 

But fertile Libya ftill new plagues fu|^lies. 
And to more horrid raonfters turns their eyes, 1365 
Deeply the fierce Haemorrhois impreft 
Her fatal teeth on Tullus' valiant breaft, 
The noble youth : with virtue's love infpir'd. 
Her, in her Cato, followM and admir'd ; 
Mov'd by his great example, vowM to (hare, 13 70 
With him, each chance of that difaftrous war. 
And as when mighty Rome's fpeftators meet 
In the full theatre^s capacious feat. 
At once, by fecret pipes and channels fed. 
Rich tinftures gu(h from every antique head j 1375 
At once ten thoufand fafFron currents flow. 
And rain their odours on the croud below : 
So the warm blood at once from every part 
Ran purple poifon down, and drained the fainting heart* 
Blood falls for tears, and o'er his mournful face 1380 
The ruddy drops their tainted paflTage trace s 
Where<-e'er the liquid juices find a way. 
There (Ireams of blood, there crirafon rivers ftray t 

Hj» 



,4*6 R aW'E'S :V^ a-E.M*. 

His mouth tind gulhinj^ noftriis pour a flood. 
And ev'n the /pores ooze out -the trickling blo^d; i 
In the red deluge all the. part» lie drown *d. 
And the ^hole body- feems -one bleeding wound. 

Lacvus, a colder ATpic^btt, And-flraight 
His blood forgot to flowr» his heart to^beat ; 
Thick, fliades upon his eye-lids ieem*d to. CKep, i 
And lock him fuft in everlafting ileep : 
No fenie of pain, no torment did he know. 
But funk in (lumbers to the Aiades below. 

Not fwifter death attends the noxious juke^ 
Which dire Sabaean Aconites fuiodsce, i 

Well may their ccafty priefts divine, and well 
The fate which they themfelveg can cau{e, foretd. 

Fierce fcom afar a darting Javelin fhot, 
(For fuch, the ferpents name has Afric taught) 
^d through unhappy Paulus' temples flew 5 i 
Nor poifon, bjut a wound, the ibidier. flew. 
No flight fo fwift, fo rapid none we know. 
Stones for the founding fling, compared, are flow, 
And the fliaft loiters from the Scythian bow. 

A.bafllijk bold Murrus kill'd in vain, j 

And naird it dying to the Tandy plain j 
Along the fpcar the Aiding venom ran. 
And fudden, from the weapon, fciz'^d the man : 
His hand flrll touched, ere it. his arm invade. 
Soon he divides it with his.fliining blade t - i. 

Tnc ferpent's force by fad example taught. 
With his loft hand, his ranfomM life he bought. 

Who that the fcorpion's infe6l fprm furyeys. 
Would think that ready death his call obeys ?' i^ 

Threaten 
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Threatening, he rears his knotty tail on high 5 
The vail Orion thus he doomM to die, 
And fix*d him, his proud trophy in the iky. 

Or could we the Salpuga's anger dread, 
Or fear upon her little cell to tread ? 
Yet ihe the fatal threads of life commands, 1429 

And quickens oft the Stygian fifters* hands. 

Purlued by dangers, thus they pafs'd away 
The reftiefs night, and thus the cheerlcfs day; 
JBv'n earth itfelf they fearM, the common bed. 
Where each lay down to reft his weary head : 141^} 
There no kind trees their leafy couches ftrow. 
The faftds no turf nor mofly beds beftow ; 
^ut tir*d, and fainting with the tedious toil. 
Exposed they ileep upon the fatal Ibil. 
With vital heat they brood upon the ground, 1430 
. And breathe a kind attraftive vapour round. 
While chill, with colder night's ungentle air. 
To man's warm breaft his Ihaky foes repair, 
And find, ungrateful gueftsj a Ihelter there. 
Thence frelh fupplies of poifonous rage return, 2435 
And fiercely with reciniited deaths they burn. 

Reftore, thus fadly oft the foldier faid, 
Reftore Emathia'« plains, from whence we fled j 
This grace, at leaft, ye cnuel gods afford. 
That we may .fall beneath the hoftile fword* 1440 

The Dipfa's here ifi Csefftr's triumph ihare. 
And fell CerSdbewage his civil war. 
Or let us hafte away, pi'eftf farther on. 
Urge ouf bold paflage to>the burning zonCp 
And die by)thdfe«th«i«al flames alone* 

E c Af rlc«^ 



I 



] 



1 



4»^ HOWE'S Pt)EM^. 

Afric, thy dellrts we accufe no more. 
Nor blame, oh nature! thy creating power: 
From man thou wifely didft thefc wilds divide^ 
And for thy monftcrs here alone provide j 
A region wafte and void of all befide. 
Thyrprudent care 'forbad the barren field. 
The yellow harveft's ripe increafcto yield j 
Man and his labours well thou didft deny* 
And bad'ft him from the land of poifons fly. 
We, impious we, the bold irruption made j 1455 

We, this the ferpent's world, did firft invade^ 
Take then our lives a forfeit for the crime. 
Whoe'er thou art, that rurft this euried clime t 
What god foe'er, that only lov'ft to reign« 
And doft the commerce of mankind difdain ; 1460 

-Who, to fecure thy horrid empire's bound. 
Haft fixt the Syrt€, and torrid realms around $ 
THere the wild waves, there the flames fcorching breatb. 
And fiird the dreadful middle fpace with death. 
'Behold, to thy retreats our arms we bear, 1465 

And with Rome's civil rage prophane thee here j 
Ev'n to thy inmoft feats we ftrive to go, 
And feek the limits of the world to know* 
Perhaps more dire events attend us yet j 
New deaths, new monfters, ftill we go to meet. ^470 
Perhaps to thofe far feas our journey bends, 
Where to<he waves the burning fun defcends s 
Where, rufliing headlong down heaven's azure ftecp. 
All red he plunges in the hifling deep. 
Low {inks the pole, declining from its height^ 1475 
And feemt to yield beneath the rapid weight* 
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Nor fartheflands from fame h^rfelf are known. 
But Mauritanian Juba^s realms alone« 
Perhaps, while, rafhly daring, 'on we pafs. 
Fate may difcover fome more dreadful place 5 1480 
Till, late repenting, we may wiih in vain 
To fee thefe ferpents, and thefe fands again^ 
Obe joy at leaft do thefe fad regions give, 
Ev'n here we know 'tis poffible to live 5 
That, .by the native plagues, we may perceive. 
Nor a{k we now for Afia's gentler day. 
Nor now for European funs we pray ; 
Thee, Afwc, now, thy abfence we deplore. 
And fadly think we ne'ei* fhall fee thee more. 
Say, in what p?irt, what climate, art thou loft ? 1490 
Where have we left Cyrene's haj^y froft ? 
Cold fkies we felt, and frofty winter there. 
While more than fummer funs are raging here. 
And break the laws of the well-order'd year. 
Southward, beyond earth's limits, are we pafs'd, 149 J 
And Rome, at length, beneath our feet is plac'd. 
Grant us, ye gods, one plealure ere we die. 
Add to our harder fate this only joy. 
That Csefar may purine, and follow where we 1 

Impatient, thus the foldier oft complains, 1500 

And fecms, by telling, to relieve his pains. 
But moft the virtues of their matchlefs chief 
Infpire new ftrength, to bear with every grief; 
All night, with carefpl thoughts and watchful eyes. 
On the bare fands exposM the hero lieS} 1505 

In every place alike, in every hour, 
^ar«s his ill fortune, and defies her power. 

E f z trnweirV4. 
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UnwearyM ftill, his common care attends 

On every fate, and chears his dying friends x 

With ready hafte at each fad call he flies, i^t^ 

And more than health, or life itfelf, fupplies ; 

With virtue's nobleft precepts arms their fouls. 

And ev'n their forrowt, like his own, controls. 

Where-e'er he comes, no figns of grief are fliown j 

Grief, an unmanly weaknefs, they difown. 

And fcom to iigh, or breathe one parting groan. 

Still urging on his pious cares, he ilrove 

The fenfe of outward evils to remove 5 

And, by his prefence, taught them to difdain 

The feeble rage and impotence of pain. j^to 

But now, fb many toils and dangers paft. 
Fortune grew kind, and brought relief at laft. 
Of all who fcorching Afric's fun endure, 
None like the fwarthy Pfyllians are fecure. 
Skiird in the lore of powerful herbs and charms, 1525 
Them, nor the ferpent's tooth, nor poifon harms j 
Nor do they thus in arts alone excel, '% 

Bill nature too their blood has tempered well, > 

And taught with vital force the venom to repel. J 
With healing gifts and privileges gracM, jcjq 

Well in the land of ferpents were they plac'd ; 
Truce with the dreadful tyrant, death, they have. 
And border fafely on his realm, the grave* 
Such is their confidence in true-bom blood. 
That oft with afps they prove their doubtful brood ; 
When wanton wives their jealous rage inflame, 15 3^ 
The new-bom infant clears or damns the dame $ 

If 
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If fubjeft to the wrathful ferpent's woUnd^ 

The mother's iharoe is by the danger found ; 

]Qut if unhu|t the feaiiefs infant laugh $ XS4#^ 

The wife is honeft, and the hnfbaad fafc. 

60 when Jove's bird> on fome tall cedar's .hiead> 

itas a new race of generous -eaglets bred, 

llrhile yet unplum'd, within the neft they licr v 

Wary ihe turns them to the eaftem flcy ^ 

Then if, unequal to the god of day, 

Abafti'd they ihrink, and ihun the potent ray, 

She fpums them forth, and cafts them quite away t 

But if with daring eyes unmov'd they gaze, 

Withftand the light, and bear the golden blaie 5 155* 

Tender Ihe broods them with a parent's lov^ 

The future fervants of her mafter Jove. 

Nor fafe themfelves, alone, the Pfyllians are. 

But to their guefts extend their friendly care, 

Fiift, where the Roman camp is mark'd, around -* 

Circling they pafs, then, chanting, charm the ground f 

And chace the ferpents with the myftic found. - -^ 

Beyond the fartheft tents rich fires they build^ 

That healthy medicinal odours yield ^ ' ^ 

There foreign Galbanum difiblving fries, ^S^fllf 

And crackling flames from humble Wall-wort rife j 

There Tamarilk, which no green leaf adorns. 

And there the fpicy Syrian Coftos bums. ^ 

There Centory luppliesthe wholefome iiame^ ' ■> 

That frotn Theflalian Chiron takes itsname; 1565' ' 

The gummy Larch- Tree, and the Thapfos there, ' 

Wound- wort and Maiden -weed, perfume the air. 

Ee3 There 
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There the large branches of the long-llv*d hart. 

With Southern-woody their odours ftrong impart. 

The monfters of the land, the ferpents fel]^ 1570 

Fly far away, and fhun the hoftile fhiell. 

Securely thus they pafs the nights away ; -j. 

And if they chance to meet a wonnd'by day, I 

The Pfyllian artifts ilraight their (kill difplay. J' 

Then fh-ives the Leach the power of charms to fhow. 

And bravely combats with the deadly foe : j enf 

With fpittle firft, he marks the part around. 

And keeps the poifon prifoner in the wound $ 

Then fudden he begins the magpie fong. 

And rolls the numbers hafty o*er his tongue ; j cfo 

Swift he runs on ; nor paufes once for breathy 

To ilop the progrefs of approaching death : 

He fears the cure might fnfFer by delay, - 

And life be loft but for a moment's ftay. 

Thus oft, though deep within the veins it lies, 1585 

By magic numbers chac'd, the mifchief flies : 

But if it hear too flow, if ftill it ftay, 

And fcorn the potent charmer to obey ; 

With forceful lips he faftens on the wound. 

Drains out, and fpits the venom to the ground. 1590 

Thus, by long ule and oft experience"taught. 

He knows from whence his hurt the patient got 5 

He proves the part through which the poi£bn part. 

And knows each various ferpent, by the tafte. 

The war relievM, amidft their pains, i c 95 

Held on ough the defcrt plains : 

And no of the night 

liaxL loft \ her borrowed light. 

While 
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While CatOy wandering o*er the wafteful field. 
Patient inc all his labours, (he beheld. ^ ilo« 

At length condensed in clods the fands appear^ 
And ihew a better foil and country near ; 
Now from afar thin ui£ts of trees arife, 
And'fcattering cottages^ delight, their eyes<r 
But when the foldier once beheld again 1^$^ 

The raging lion ihake his horrid raane. 
What hopes of better lands his foulpofleftl 
What joys he felt, to view the dreadful 6eaft ! 
Leptis at laft they reached, that neareft lay. 
There free from florms, and the fim^s parching ray, 
At cafe they pafs'dthe wintery year away* 

When fated wiA* the joys which (laughters yield. 
Retiring Caefar left £mathia*s field i 
JUis other cares lai^ by, he fought alone 
To trace the footfteps of his flying fon. IJ615 

Led by the guidance of reporting fame, 
Firil to the Thracian Hellefpont he came« 
Here young Leander perifh'd in the flood, 
And here the tower of mournful Hero ftood : 
Here, with, a narrow ftream, the flowing tide, 1619^ 
Europe, from wealthy Afia, does divide. 
From hence the curious vi6lor pafling o'er. 
Admiring fought the fam'd Sigaean fhore. 
There might he tombs of Grecian chiefs behold, > 
Renown'd in facred verfe by bards of old. 162^ 

There the long ruins of the walls appeared. 
Once by great Neptune^ and Apollo, reared Si 
. There ftood old Troy, a venerable name ^ 
For ever confccrate to dcathlefs fame^ 

£ e i^ '^<«<H' 
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Now blafted mofly tnud^t with bcanchct fe^, 1630 

Brambles and weeds, a loathimne focrft rev { 

Where once, ia palaces of scgal Aate» 

Old Priam, and the Tro)aii prtacet, ikL 

Where temples once, on lofty colnuuis bani» 

Majeftic did the wealthy town adorn, 1635 

All rude, all wafte and ddblate it lay^d. 

And even the ruin'd ruins are decayed. 

Here Cscfar did each ftory'd place funrey, «« 

Here faw tlie rock, where, Neptane to obey» > 

Hefione was bonnd the monftex's prey. J 

Here, in the covert of a fccrct grove. 

The bleft Anchifes clafp'd the queen of love : 

Here fair Ocnone play*d, here ftood the cave 

Where Paris once the fatal judgment gave $ 

Here lovely Ganymede to heaven was bom, 1645 

Each rock, and every tree, recording tales adorn. 

Here all that does of Xanthus* ftream remain. 

Creeps a fmall brook along the dufty plain. 

Whillt carclefs and fccurely on they pafs. 

The Phrygian guide forbids to prefs the grafsj 1650 

This place, he faid, for ever facred keep. 

For here the facred bones of Heftor ileep. 

Tlien warns him to obferve, where, rudely call. 

Disjointed ftuncs lay broken and defacM : 

Here his lad fate, he cries, did Priam prove; 1655 

Hei c, on this altar of Hercxan Jove. 

O pocly divine 1 O facred foi.g ! 
To thee, bright fame and lengtli of days belong; 
7 hou, gocWels ! il:OU eternity canlt give. 
And bid fecure the mortal hero live. 1660 

Nor 
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Nor> CmfUf thuM diidain, that I rehcas^ ' 

Thee, and «hy ^rms^ in no ignoble verle j 

Since, if in avght die Latian Mufe excel> 

My name, and thine, immortal I Ibretelj 

Eternity our labours fliall reward, i65jf 

And Lucan flourifli, like the Grecian bard } 

^fy numbers ihall to lateft times convey 

The tyrant Csefar, and Pharfalia's day. 

When long the chief his wondering eyes had caft. 
On ancient monuments of ages pad j 167^ 

Of living turf an altar ftraight he made, J 

Then on the fire rich gums and incenfe laid, L 

And thus, fuccefsful in his vows, he prayed. ,3 

Ye fhades divine I who keep this facred place, 
And thou, ^neas I author of my racie, 1675 

Ye powers, whoe'er from burning Troy did come, 
Domeilic gods of Alba, and of Rome, 
Who ftill preferve your ruin'd country's name. 
And on your altars guard the Phrygian flame ; 
And thou, bright maid, v/ho art to men denyM 5 
Pallas, who doft thy facred priviiedge confide 
To Rome, aud in her inmoft temple hide j 
Hear, and aufpicious to my vows incline. 
To me, the greatcft of the Julian line : 
Profper my future ways 5 and lo ! I vow 16^5 

Your ancient ftate and honours to beftow j 
Aufonian hands fliall Phrygian walls reftore. 
And Rome repay, what Troy conferr'd before. 
He faid j and hafted to his fleet away. 
Swift to repair the lofs of this delay. 1690 

Up 



} 



! 



^. ROWERS FOKM8«. 

Up fpning the wind, and, with a frefbening gdc^ 

The kind north-weft BiVd every fweUing ikii } 

Light o'er the foamy waves the navy flew, 

Thl Afia*s ihores and Rhodes no more they view. 

Six times the night her fablf round.kad naade^ 

The feventh now pafling on,, the chief furvey*d 

High Pharos fluning through-the gloomy ihade } 

The coaft defcry;d> he waits the rifing day, 

Thenrfafely to the port dire£ls his way. 

There wide with crouds o*eripread he fees the fliore. 

And echoing hears the loud tumultuous roar* 

Piftruftful of his fate, he gives- command. 

To ftand aloof^ nor truft the doubted land;} 

When lo I a meflenger appears, to bring 

A fatal pledge of peace from Egypt's king : 1^05 

Hid in a veil, and clofely coverM o>r, 

Pompey's pale vifage in his hand he boce. 

An impious orator the tyrant fends. 

Who thus, with fitting words, the monilrous gift com* 
mends. 
Hail ! firft and greateft of the Roman name 5 1710 

In power molt mighty, moil renawn'd in fame : 

Hail ! rightly now, the world's unrival'd lord I. 

That benefit thy Pharian friends afford. 

My king bellows the prize thy ai'ms have, fought 

For which Pharfalia's field, in vain, was fought, 17 re 

No tafk remains for future labours now | 

The civil wars are finifti'd at a blow. 

To heal Theflali:rs ruins, Pompey fled 

To us for Tuccour,. and by us lies dead*. 

Thec^ 
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Thee^ Caefar, whh this coftly pledge we buyj lyzQ 
Thee to our frieiidihip, with this viflim, tie, 
Egypt's proud fceptre freely then receiye, 
Whate'er the fertile flowing Nile can give : 
Accept the treafures which this deed has IparM ; 
Accept the benefit, without reward. I7*5* 

Deign, Caefar 1 deign to think my royal 'lord- 
Worthy the aid of thy viftorious fword'r 
In the firft rank of greatoefs fhall he ftandj- 
He, who could Ponipey's deftiny command. 
Nor frown difdainful on the proflerM fpoil, 1730- 

Becaufe not dearly bought witb blood and toil 5 
But think, oh think, what facredties were broke. 
How friendihip pleaded^ and how nature -^ke : 
That Pompey, who reftor'd Auletes' crown. 
The father's ancient gueft was murder'd by the fon. 173 5. 
Thq^ judge thyfelfi or afk the world and hvofi^. 
If fervices like thefe deferve a name. • 
If gods and men the daring deed abhor,* 
*7Kink, for that reafon> Caefar owes the more ; 
This blood for tbee, though not by tbee^ was fpilt| 1740 
Thou haft thte benefit, and we the guilt. 

He faid» and (Iraight the horrid gift unveil'd. 
And ftedfaft to the gazing viftor held. 
Changed was the face^ deformed. with death all o>r. 
Pale, ghaftly, wan, and ftain'd with clotted gore» 
Unlike the Pompey Caefar knew before. 
He, nor at firft difdainM the fatal boon. 
Nor ftarted £rom the dreadful fight too foon*. 
Awhile his. eyes- the murderous fcene endure^. 
Doubting they view 5 kut ftum it^ when fccurc. 1750 

At 
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At length he flood convincM, the xieed was done 3 

He faw ^twas fafe to mourn his lifelefs fon : 

And ilraight the ready tears^ that ftaid till now. 

Swift at command with pious femblance flow : 

As if deteftingy from the fight he turns, j j«« 

And groaning, with a heart triumphant mourns. 

He fears his impious thought ihould be defcry^d. 

And feeks in tears the fwelling joy to hide. 

Thus the curft Pharian tyrant^s hopes were croft. 

Thus all the merit of his gift was loft ; jy^^ 

Thus for the murder Csefar's thanks were fparM i 

He chofe to mourn it, i-ather than reward. 

He who, relentlefs, through Pharfalia rode. 

And on the fenate's mangled fathers trode § 

He who, without one pitying figh, beheld in^^ 

The blood and (laughter of that woeful field j 

Thee, murderM Pompey, could not rutlilefs fee. 

But payM the tribute of his grief to thee. 

Oh myttery of fortune, and of fate ! 

Oh ill-conforted piety and hate ! j— q 

And canft thou, Caefar, then thy tears afford. 

To the dire objeft of thy vengeful fword ? 

Didll thou, for this, devote his hoi^ile head, 

Puil'uc him living, to bewail him dead ? 

Couid not the gentle ties of kindred move ? 17-j 

Wert thou not touched with thy fad Julia's love ? 

Aiid wcep'rt: thou now ? doft thou thcfe tt :us prcviJc 

To win the friends of Pompey to thy fide ? 

Perhaps, with fecret rage thou doft repine. 

That he fhould die by any hand but thine ; lygg 

Thcnic 
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Thence fall thy tears, that Ptolemy has done 
A murder, due to Cxfar's hand alone. 
What fecret fprings foe'er thefe currents know. 
They ne'er, by piety, were taught to flow. 
Or didft thou kindly, like a careful friend, , jyg^ 

Purfuc him flying, only to defend ? 
Well was his fate deny*d to thy command I 
Well was he fnatch'd by fortune from thy hand I 
Fortune withheld this glory from thy name. 
Forbad thy power to fave, and fpar'd the Roman fliame* 
Still he goes on to vent his griefs aloud, lygi 

And artful, thus, deceives the eafy croud. 

Hence from my fight, nor let me fee thee more { 
Hafte, to thy king his fatal gift reftore. 
At Coefar have you aim'd the deadly blow, '795 

And wounded Grefar worfe than Pompt- y now j 
The cruel hands by which this deed was done. 
Have torn away the wreaths my fword had won. 
That nobleft prize this civil war could give. 
The vigor's right to bid the vanquifhM live. igoo 

Then tell your king, his gift fhall be repay'd j 
I would have fent him Cleopatra's head ; 
. But that he wiflies to behold her dead. 
. How has he darM, this Egypt's petty lord, 

T9 join his murders to the Roman fword ? 1895 

. Did I, for this, in heat.of war, diftain \ 

With nobleft blood Emathia's purple plain^ C 

To licence Ptolemy's pernicious reign ? * j 

. Did I with Pompey fcom the world to (hare ? 
And can I an ^^gyptian partner bear } 
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In vain the warlike trumpets dreadful ibun^ 

Has rouz*d the unlverfe to arms around ; 

Vain was'fhe (hock of nations^ if they own. 

Now, any power on earth bat -mine alone* 

If hither to your impious fliores I came, fgic 

'*Twas to afl'ert at once my power and fame ; 

Left the pale fury Envy ihould hare faid. 

Your crimes I damn-d not, or your arms I fled* 

Nor think to fawn before me and deceive j 

Ilcnow the welcome you prepare to give. iSm 

ThefTalia^s field preierves me from your hate. 

And guards the vigor's head from Pompey^s fate. 

What ruin, Gods I attended-on my arms. 

What dangers anforefecn 1 what waiting harnM 1 

Pofnpey, and Rome, and exile, were my -fear j ") 

Sec yet a fourth, fecf Ptolemy appear ! L 

The boy-king's vengeance loiters in the rear. J 

But we forgive his youth, and bid him know 

Pardon and life's the moft we can beftow. 

For you, the meaner herd, with rites divine, iSj« 

And pious cares, the warrior's head inihrine : 

Atone with penitence the injur'd (hade. 

And let his afhes in their um be laid ; 

Pleas'd, let his ghofl lamenting Caefar know. 

And feel my prefcnce here, ev'n in the realms below. 1 135 

•Oh, what a day of joy was loft to Rome, 

When haplefs Pompey did to ^gypt come ! 

When, to a father and a friend unjuft. 

He rather chofe the Pharian boy to truft. 

The wretched world that loft of peace ftiall rue, i84t 

<>f peace, which from our friendihip might enfue : 

But 
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But thus the gods their hard decrees have made $ 
In-vain, for peace, and for repofe, I pray'd 5 
In vain implor'd, that wars and rage might end. 
That, fuppliant-like, I might to Porapey bend. 
Beg him to live, and once more be my friend. 
Then had my labours met their juft reward, 
And, Pompey, thou in all my glories fliar'd j 
Then, jars^nd enmities all paft and gone. 
In pleafure had the peaceful years roil'd on j a 850 

All fhould forgive, to make the joy complete j 
Thou ihouldft thy harderfate, and Rome my wai'S forget. 

Faft falling ftill the tears, thus fpoke the chief. 
But found no partner in the fpecious 'grief. 
Oh I glorious liberty ! ,when all ihall dare 18.55 

A face, unlike their mighty lord, to wear ! 
Each in his breatf the rifing forrow kept, 
.And thought it fafe to laugh, though Caefar wept. 
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LUCAN'S PHARSALIA. 

BOOK X. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Caefar, upon his atrival in -ffigypt, finds Ptolemy 
engaged in a quarrel with his fifter Cleopatra; 

• whom, at the inftigation of Photinus, and hi« 
other evil connfellors, he had deprived of her (hare 
in the kingdom, and imprifoned : fhe finds means 
to efcape, comes privately to Casfar, and puts her- 

. felf under bis proteflion. Caefar interpofes in the 
<juarrel, and reconciles them. They in return en- 
tertain him with great magnificence and luxury at 
the Royal Palace in Alexandria. At. this fcaft 
Caefar, whu at his firft arrival had vifited the tomb 
of Alexr.nder the Grc.it, and whatever elfe was 
cur'cus ill that city, cr.qviircG of the chief priell 
Achorcus, and U by hi.ii informed of the courfe 
of the Nile, its Italea incitale and decreafe, with 
the feveral caufcs tl:r.t h.ui been tlli that time aliigncJ 
for it. In the mean liine Pholiiius writes privately 
to Achillas, to chaw t!ic army to Alexandria, and 
furprize Caefar; this he immediately performs, and 
bclieges tiie palace, lint Ca.Mbr, having fot the city 
and manv of U\e y'Egvptir.n fnips on hrc, efcapcs to 
the ifiand and tower o: Pharos, carrying the young 
kir.i; and Photinus, whom he Itiil kept in his power 
witLi hijii 5 there having difcovcred the treachery of 
Photinus, he puts him to death. At the fame time 
Arfmoe, Pioiemy's younger fifter, having by the 
advice of her tutor, the eunuch Ganymedes, af- 
fumcd the regal authority, orders Achillas to be 
Jtilled likewife, and renews the war againft Carfar, 

UpoB 
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fjpon thb mole 'between Pharos and* Alexandria he 
is encompafled'by the enemy, and very near being;^ 
'ilain, but at len^h breaks through, leaps into the 
Tea, and -with his ufual courage and good fortune 
iWims in fafety to his own fleet* 

SOON as the vi^or reached the guilty ihore. 
Vet red with ftains of murdered Pompey*s gor^ 
'New toils his ftill prevailing fortune met. 
By impious Egypt's genius hard befet. 
TIk ftrife was now. If this detefted land 
/Should own imperial Rome^s fupreme command^ 
Or Csefar bleed beneath fomePharian hand. 
OBut thou, «h Pompey ! thy diviner ihade^ 
"Came timely to this cruel father's aidj 
Thyjrtnfluence the deadly fword withftood* i* 

■Nor fuffer*d Nile, again, ^o'blulh with Roman blood. 
Safe in the pledge of Pompey, flain fo 4ate» 
Proud Caefar enters Alexandria*^ gate s 
£nfigns on high the long proceilion lead ; 
Thd warrior and his armed train fucceed. ga 

Meanwhile* loud-nmrmuring, the moody throng 
Behold his ^afces borne Jn ftate along : 
Of innovations fiercely they complain^ 
^And fcornfuUy rejedl fhe Roman reigtij 
^ooH'iaw the chief th* -untoward bent they takc^ M 
And found that Pompey fell not £or his fake* 
Wifely* kowe^er, he did his fecret fear* 
And held his way, with well-diflembled chear* 
Carelefs, he runs their gods and -templet o*ei^ 
The tnonumems -of Macedonian pcfvrer| ' e^ 

' F€ But 
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Such to mankind, portentous meteors rife, 

trouble the gazing earth, and blaft the ikies. 

Nor flame, nor flood, bis refllefs rage witlifland. 

Nor Syrts unfaithful, nor the Libyan fand : 

0*er wa^es unknovtm he meditates his way, ^9 

And feeks the boundlefs empire of the fea j . r 

iv'n to the utmoft weft he would havegooe. 

Where Tethys' lap receives the fetting,fun j 

Around each pole his circuit would havtf made. 

And' drunk from fecret Nile's remoteft head. 

When nature's hand his wild ambition ftay'd. 

With him, that power his pride had lov'd fo well, 

Jlis monftrous univerfal empire, fell : 

No heir, no juft fucceflbr left behind. 

Eternal wars he to his friends aflign'd, 

To tear the world, and fcramble for mankind. 

Yet ftill he dy'd the mafter of his fame, 

And'Parthia to the laft reverM his name : 

The haughty Eaft from Greece receivM her doom. 

With lower homage than ftie pays to Rome. 75 

Though from the frozen pole our empire run,. 

Far as the journeys of the fouthern fun ; 

In triumph though our conquering eagles fly, 

I Where-e'ei- foft Zephyrs fan the weftcrn fky i 

Still to the haughty Parthian muft we yield, BmS 

And mourn the lofs of Carrae's dreadful field : 

Still (hall the race untamed their pride avow, . 

And lift thofe heads aloft which Pella taught to bow^ 

From Cafium now the beardlefs monarch came, . 
To quench the kindling A!exan(Jrian*s flume. 85 
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Tfi^ ^warlike rabble fooa the tumult ceafe. 
And he» their king, remains the pledge of peace | 
When, veilM in fecrecy, and dark dKguiie, 
To mighty Cacfar, Cleopatra flies^ 
Won by perfuafive gold, and rich reward, 
Hen keeper's hand her prifon gates unbarred. 
And a light galley for her flight prepared. 
Oh, fatal fonn ! thy native Mgypt ihame! 
Thou lewd perdition of the Latian name ! 
How wert thou doomed our furies to increaie* 95 

And be what Helen was to Troy and Greece! 
When with an h«fl:, from vile Canopus led. 
Thy vengeance aimM at great Auguftus^ head | 
When thy fhrill timbrel's found was heard from far. 
And Rome herl'elf fhook at the coming war j 
When doubtful fortune, near Leucadia^s (brand, 
Sufpended long the world's fupreme command. 
And almoft gave it to a woman*s hand. 
Such daring courage fwells her wanton heart. 
While Roman lovers Raman fires impart i B05 

Glowing alike with greatnefs and delight, 
She rofe ftill bolder from each guilty night. 
Then blame 9ie, haplefs, Antony, no more. 
Loft and undone by fatal beauty's power 5 
If Caefar, long inurM to rage and arnw, u% 

Stthsiits his ftubborn heart to thofe foft charms % 
If, reeking from Emathia's dreadful plain. 
And horrid with the blood of thoufands (lain. 
He finks lafcivious in a lewd embrace. 
While P«mpey'8 ghaftly fpeftre hwntt the place, tss 

If 
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If Julia's chafieft name he can forget^ 

And raife her, brethren of a baftard feCj 

If indolently he peimits, from far» 

Bold Cato to revive'tbe hunting war; 

If he can give away the fputu of bloody Sso 

And fight to make a ftrompet's title good* 

To him, difdaining or to feign a tear. 
Or fpread her artfully diiheverd hair. 
In comely foiTow's decent garb array^d^ 
And tniftlng to her beauty's certain aid» 
In words like thefe began the Pharian maid* 

If loyal birth and the Lagasan name. 
Thy i^vouring pity, greateft Caeiar, claims 
Jtedrefs my wrongs, thus humbly I i'm[ilor^ 
And to her ftate an injured queen reftore* 130 

Here flied thy jufter influence, and rife 
A dar aufpicious to Egyptian ikies. 
Nor is it ftrange for Pharos to behold 
A woman's temples bound with regal gold t 
No laws our fofter fex*s powers reftrain^ X35 

But undiflinguifli'd equally we reign. 
Vouchfafe my royal father's will to ready 
And learn what dying Ptolemy decreed s 
* My juft pretenfions ftand recorded there. 
My broth'er's empire and his bed to ihare« !§§- 

Nor would the gentle boy his love refufe, 
Did curs'd Pothinus leave him free to chooie } 
But now in vaflalage he holds his crown. 
And afts by power and paflions not his own* 
Nor is my fbu^ on empire fondly fct, 1451 

Btit could with cafe my royal rights forget} 

Ffj ^ 
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•So thou the throne from vile diihonoor iav^ < 

Keftore the maftcr, and depofc the-flavc. \ 

What fcorn, what pride, his haughty bofom fwell. 
Since, at his bidding, Roman Pompey fell I i5i ' 

(Ev'n now, which oh ! ye righteous gods, avert, 
His'fword is levelM at thy noble heart), , 

Thou and mankind are wrongM, when he (hall daif, ' 
Or in thy prize, or in thy crime to (hare. 

In vain her words the warrior^s ears aflaiPd, 155 
Had not her face beyond her tongue prevaird j 
From thence refiftlefs eloquence (he draws^ 
And with the fwcet perfuafion gains her cau(e« 
His ftubborn heart diflTolves in loofe delight. 
And grants her fuit, for one lafcivious night« i4o 

^gypt and Csefar, now, in peace agreed^ 
Riot and feafting to the war fucceed : 
The wanton queen difplays her wealthy ftore, 
Excefs unknown to frugal Rome before. 
Rich, as fome fane by lavilh zealots rear'd, lii 

For the proud banquet, ftood the hall prepai'M : 
Thick golden plates the latent beams infold. 
And the high roof was fretted o'er with goldi 
Of folid marble all, the walls were made. 
And onyx ev'n the meaner floor inlay'd j ijf 

While porphyry and agat, round the court, 
Jn maflfy columns, rofe a proud fupport. 
Of folid ebony each poft was wrought. 
From fwarthy Meroe profufely brought : 
With ivory was the entrance crufted o'er, ijt 

And poliih'd tortoife hid each Ihining door { 

Whik i 
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While on the cloudy fpots enchasM was feen 
The lively emerald's never-fading green. 
Within, the royal beds and couches ihone. 
Beamy and bright with many a coftly ftone^ %tp> 
iln glowing purple rich the coverings lie; 
' Twice had diey drunk the nobleft Tyrian dye t 
Others, as Fharian artifts have the dull 
To mix the party-colour'd web at will. 
With winding trails of various filks were made> 1S5 
Where branching gold fct off the rich brocade* 
Around, of every age, and. choicer form» 
Huge crouds, whole nations of attendants fwarm 1 
Some wait in yellow rings of golden hair. 
The vanqui/hM Rhine fhew*d Caefar none fo fair: ifti 
Others were feen with fwarthy woolly heads^ 
Black as eternal nighf s unchanging fhades. 
Here fquealing eunuchs, a difmember'd train^ 
Lament the lofs of genial joys in vain : 
There nature*s nobleft work, a youthful band, 19 a 
In the full pride of blooming manhood (land* 
All duteous on the Pharian princes wait, 
The princes round the board recline in ftate, 
"With mighty Caefar, more than princes great. 
On ivory feet the citron board was wrought, aeo 

Richer than thofe with captive Juba brought. 
With evei-y wile ambitious beauty tries 
To fix the daring Roman's heart her prize. 
Her brother's meaner bed and crown fhe fcorns. 
And with fierce hopes for nobler empire burns j 205,* 
Colle6ls the mifchiefs of her wanton eyes. 
And her faint cheeks with deeper rofes dyes 5 

Ff4. Amvlft^ 
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Amldft die braudings of her fl<miig hair. 
The 4>oils of orient rocks and (hells appear ; 
Like midnight ftars, ten thonfand diamonds deck 2i# 
The comely riling of her graceful neck.: 
' W wondrous work, a thin tranfparent lawn 
0*er each foft breafl in decency was drawn $ 
Where ftiil by turns the parting threads withdrew. 
And all the panting bpfpm rofe to view. %tf 

Her robe, her every part, her air, confefs 
The power qf fepnale Ikill esUiaufted in her drels. 
Fantaftic madnefs of unthinking pride,. 
To boail that wealth, which prudence fbives to hide f 
In C^vil'Wars fuch.treafures todifplay, sso 

And tempt a foldier with the hopes of prey I 
Had Caefar not been Csfar, impious, bold. 
And ready to lay wafte the worjd for gold. 
But juft as aH our frugal names of old j 
This wealth could Curius or Fabricius know^ §15 
Or ruder Cincinnatus from the plow, 
A'S Csefar, they had fetzM the mighty fpoil. 
And to inrich their Tiber rQbb'd the Nile. 
Now, by a train of (laves, the various feaft 
In maify gold magnificent was placM :. ^^4- 

Whatever earth, or air, or feas afford, 
Ii^ vaft profu(ion crowns the laUouring boards 
For dainties, ^gypt every land explores. 
Nor fpares thofe very gods her zeal .adores. 
The Nile's fweet wave capacious cryfbls pour, tjj 
And gems of price the grapes delicious ftort | 
No growth of Mareotis* marfhy fields^ 
But fttch aft Mcroc matorer yields ^ 
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Where the wann fun the racy juice refines, 

And mellows into age the infant wines. 24* 

With wreaths of Nard the guefts their tempks bind. 

And bloomiog rofes of immortal kind $ ^ 

Their dropping locks with oily odomn flow. 

Recent from near Arabia, where they grow : 

The vigorous fpices^breathe their ftrong perfume,. 9J^ 

And the rich vapour fills the fpacious room. 

Here Caefar Pompey*s poverty difdain*d. 
And leam'd tawafte that world, his arms had gained". 
He faw th' .^Egyptian wealth with greedy eyes, 
And wiihM fome fair pretence to feize the prize, s^a 
Sated at length with the prodigious £?aft. 
Their weary appetites from riot ceasMf 
When Caefar, curious of fome new delight, 
In converfation fought to wear the night : 
TaHitn gently thus addcefl the good- old prieft,: 25^ 
Reclinii^ decent in his linen vefti 
O wife Achoreus I venerable feert 
Whofe age befpeaks* thee heaven^s peculiar car^, 
Say from what origin, thy nation fprung. 
What bcoindaries to ^gypt*s land belong ? 26^ 

What are thy people^s cuftoms, and their modes. 
What rites they teach, what forms they giw their godai. 
Sach ancient, tiered myAery explain. 
Which monumental fculptures yet retain* 
X^lvinity difdains to be confin*d^ 2^5; 

Fain would be known, and reverencM by mankind; 
'TIS faid, thy holy predeceflbrs thought 
C!0ciopiaA Plato w(^y to;bc Uught t: 

Audi 
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And Aire^e fage»^«f yovr fchools faare known 

No foul more formM for fcience thtin my own* ty$ 

Fame of my potent rival's flight, ^tis true. 

To this your Pharian ihore my journey drew j. 

Yet know, the love of learning led me too. 

In all the hurries of tumultuous war. 

The ftars, the gods, and heavens, were ftill ny care^ 

Kor (hall my (kill to fix the rolling year 

Inferior to Eudozus' art appear^ 

Long has my curious foul, from early yotith> 

Toird in tlic noble fearch of facred truth : 

Yet ftill no views have ui^'d my ardour more, sit 

Than Nile*s remoteft fountain to explore. 

Then fay what fource the famous ftream fupplies^. 

And bids it at revolving periods rife ; 

Shew me that head from whence, fince time begun, 

The long fucce(fion of his waves has run } a^ 

This let me know, and all my toils (hall cea(e,. 

The fword be Cieath'd, and earth be bleft with pead(. 

The warrior fpoke j and tiuis the fecr reply'd : 
Nor flialt thou, mighty Cseiar, be deny'd. 
Our fires forbad all, but themfelves, to know, 190 
And kept with care prcmner laymen low : 
My foul, I own, more generoiifly inclined, 
Would let in daylight to inform the blind. 
Kor would 1 truth in myfterics reftrain. 
But make the gcds, their power, and precepts, plain ; 255 
Would teach their miracles, would f'pread their praifC} 
And wcll-tavght mir.ds to ju(t devotion raife. 
Know then, to ail ihofc ftars, by nature drivea 
In oppofilion to revolving heaven, 
Some one peculiar induencc was given* 



1 



LUCAN'S -PHARSALIA, B6ok X. 4^3 

The fun the ftafons of the year fupplies, 
And bids the evening and the morning rife j 
Commands the planets with fuperior force,. 
And keq»each wandering light tahis appointed courier 
The iilYer mood aV briny feas pfefides, 305 

And heayes huge ocean with alternate tides« 
Satitm*s cold rays in icy climes prevail 9 
Mars rules the winds, the ftorm, and rattling fiail'^ 
Where Jove afcends, the flcies are fttll ferene ^ 
And fruitful Venus is the genial queen ; 319 

While every limpid fpring, and falling ftream. 
Submits to radiant Hermes* reigning beam. 
When in the Crab the humid nxkr ihines, 
And to the fiiltry Lion near inclines, 
'There fix'd, immediate o'er Nile's latent fource, 315 
He ftrikes tjje watery ftorcs with ponderous force j 
Nor can the flood bright Maia's fon withftand. 
But heaves, like ocean at the moon's command^ 
His waves afcend, obedient as the feas,. 
And reach their deftin'd height by juft degrees. 3«« 
Nor to its bank returns th' enormous tide, 
Till Libra's equal fcales the days and nights divide*. 
Antiquity, unknowing and deceived. 
In .dreams of Ethiopian fnows believM : 
jProm hills they taught, how melting currents ran, 32^ 
When the firft fwelling of the flood began. 
But, ah, how vain the thought ! no Boreas there 
In icy bonds conftrains the wintery year. 
But fultry fouthem winds eternal reign. 
And fcorcfaing funs th6 fwarthy natives ftaln* 339 
^ Yet 
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Yet more» whatever flood the froft congealty 

Melts as the genial fpring^s return he feels | 

While Nile^s redundant waters never rife. 

Till the hot Dog inflames the fummer fluet } 

Nor to his banks his ihrinking ftream confines, 335 

Till high. in heaven th* autumnal balance Ihines* 

Unlike his watery brethren he prefides. 

And by new laws his liquid empire guides. 

From dropping feafons no increaie he knows. 

Nor feels the fleecy (howers of melting fnows* 340 

His river fwells not idly, ere the land 

The timely office of his waves demand | 

But knows his lot, by Providence aflign*d. 

To cool the feafon, and refrefli mankind. 

Whenever the Lion flieds his fires around, 3^^ 

And Cancer bums Syene's parching ground % 

Then, at the prayer of nations, comes the Nlle^ 

And kindly tempers up the mouldering (oil. 

Nor from the plains the covering god retreats. 

Till the rude fervour of the fkies abates } 3^ 

Till Phoebus into milder autumn fades. 

And Mero'a projefts her lengthening ihades. 

Nor let inquiring fcepticks alk the caufe, 

'Tis Jove's command, and thefe are Nature's laws. 

Others of old, as vainly too, have thought 351 

By weftem winds the fpreading deluge brought ; 
While at fix'd times, for many a day, they laft, 
PofTefs the (kies, and drive a conftant blaft ; 
CoUcfted clouds united Zephyrs bring, % 

And fhed huge rains from many a dropping wing, v 
To heave the fioodj and fwell th* sibouadiiiig fpring. j 
* Or 
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>0r when the airy brethren's ftedfaft force 

Reiifts the rufhiDg current's downward courfe. 

Backward he rolls indignant, to his head : 

Willie oVr the plains his heapy waves ace fpread, 365 

Some have beiiey*d» that fpacious channels go 
Througli the dark entrails of the earth below i 
Through thefe, by turns, revolving rivers pafsy 
And fecretly pervade the mighty mafs ; 
Through thefe the fun, when J^om the north htilieSy 379 
And cuts the glowing .^ihiopic ikies. 
From diftant ftreams attra6ls their liquid (lores. 
And through Nile's fpring th' affembled waters pours s 
Till Nile, 6'er-burden'd, difembogues the load. 
And ipews the foamy deluge all abroad. 375 

Sages there have been too, who long niaintainM, 
That ocean's waves through porous earth are drained | 
'*Tis thence their faltnefs they no longer keep. 
By flow degrees ftill fi%ihening as they creep : 
Titl at a period, Nile receives them all, 3t# 

And pours them loofely (preadi«ig, as they fall. 
The ftars, and fun himfelf, as fome have laid. 
By exhalations from the deep are fed ; , 
And when the golden ruler of the day 
Through Cancer's fiery fign purfues his way. 
His beams attra6l too largely from the iea 3 
The refufe of his draughts the nights return> 
And more than fill the Kile's capacious urn* 

Were I the diaates of my foul to telU 
AnA fpeak the reafons of the watery fwellf ^$0 

To Providence the ta& I fliould aflign. 
And fbid the ,caule in wo ritg ia nf hi p divine^ 
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Xefs ftrcams we trace, unerring, to their birth. 
And know the parent Earth which brought them fort 
While this, as early as the world begun^ 3 

Ran thus, and muft continue thus to run.; 
And ftiil) unfathom*d by our fearch, (hall own 
No caufe, but Jove's commanding will alone. 

Nor, Caefar, is thy fearch of knowledge Arange ; 
Well ixray thy boundlefs foul defire to range, 4 

Well may flie ftrive Nile*s fountain to explore ; 
Since mighty kings have fought the fame befoi-e j 
vEach for the firft difcoverer would be known. 
And hand, to future times, the fecret down 5 
"But ftill their powers were exercis'd in vain, 4 

While latent nature mock'd their fruitlefs pain. 
Philip's great fon,, whom Memphis ftill records. 
The chief of her illuftrious fcepter'd lords. 
Sent, of his own, a chofen number forth. 
To trace the-wondrous ftrcam's myftcrfous birth, 4 
Through /Ethiopia's plains they Journcy'd on. 
Till the hot fun oppoe'd the burning zone : 
There, by the god s refiftiefs ber.nis repeird. 
An unbeginning.ftneam they ftill bchcM. 
Fierce came Sefoftn's from the e:illern dawn, 4 

On his proud car by captive monarchs drawn ; 
His lawlefs will, impatient of a bound, 
Commanded 'Nile's hid fountain to be found : 
But fooner much the tyrant might have known 
Thy fam'd Hcfperian Po, or Gallic Rhone. 4 

Cambyfcs too, his daring Periians led. 
Where hoary age makes white the Ethiop'i head j 

Ti 
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Till fore diftrcfs'd and deftitute of food, 

He ftainM his hungry jaws with human blood j 

Till half his hoft the other half devoured, ^if 

^nd left thf Nile behind them unexplor'd^ 

Of thyforbidden head, thou facred ftream. 
Nor fi6lion dares to fpcak, nor poets dreara. 
Through various nations roll thy waters dowii> 
By many feen, though ftill by all unknown j 
No land prefumes to claim thee for her own. 
For me, my humble tale no more fh'all tell. 
Than, what our juft records demonftrate well-; 
Than Gody who bade thee thus myfterious flow, 
.Pei*mits the narrow mind of man to know. 435 

Far in the fouth the daring waters rife, 
As in difdain of Caiicer's burning ikies ; 
Thence, with a downward courfe, they feek the main^f 
Pire^k'-Qgainil the lazy northern wain 5 
Unlefs when, partially, thy winding tide .44^ 

Turns to the Libyan or Arabian fide. 
The diftant Seres firft behold the flow ; 
Nor yet thy fpring the diftant' Seres know. 
"•JMidft footy Ethiops, next, thy current roara« j . 
The footy Ethiops wonder whence it comes : 445 

Nature conceals thy infant ftream with care. 
Nor lets thee, but in majefty, appear. 
Upon thy banks aftoni(h'd nations ftand. 
Nor dare afliga thy rife, to one peculiar land. 
Exempt from vulgar laws thy waters run, 450 

Nor take their varicAis feafons from the fun : * ' 
Though high in heaven the fiery folftice ftand. 
Obedient winter come«^ at thy command.- 

From 
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I^rom pole to pole thy boundlefs waves extend<| 

One never knows thy rife, nor one^thy end. 4ca 

^y JVleroe thy ftream divided roves. 

And winds encircling round her ebon groves j 

Of fable hue the cofUy timbers ftand, 

JDark as the fwarthy Jiatives of the land : 

Ye^, though tall woods in wide abundance rpread,46o 

Their leafy tops afford no fiiendly >ihade | 

So^veitically fliine the folar rays, 

And from the Lion dart the downward blaxe* 

From thence, through deferts dry, thou joumey^ft on, 7 

Nor (hrink'ft, diminifli'd by the Torrid Zone^ > 

Strong in thyfelf, coIlei£led, &1II, and one. j 

Anbn, thy ftieams are parceled o'er the^Iain^ 

Anon the fcattef d currents meet again ^ 

Jointly they flow, where Philae's gates divide 

Our fertile ^gypt from Arabia's fide $ ^j% 

Thence, with a peaceful, foft defcent, they creep. 

And Teek, infcnfibly, the diftant deep ; 

Till through feven mouths the famous flood is 4o4« 

On the laft limits of our Pharian coaft j 

Where Gaza's ifthmus rifes, to reftrain ^«# 

The Erythraean from the midland main% 

Who that beholds thee, Nile ! thus gently flow^ 

With fcarce a wrinkle on thy glafly brow. 

Can guefs thy rage, when rocks refift thy force. 

And hurl thee lieadlong in thy downward courier ^ 

Whep fpouting catara6ls thy torrent pour. 

And nations tremble at the deafening roar | 

When thy prorad waves with indignation rifc^ 

And dafh their foamy fury to the ikies ^ 
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Thcfe wonders reedy Abates can tell, 4S5 

And the tall cliffs that firft declare thy fwell j 

The cliffs with ignorance of old believ'd 

Thy parent veins, and for thy fpring receiv'd. 

FVom thence huge mountains nature's hand provides. 

To bank thy too luxurious river's fides j 499 

As in a vale thy current {he reftrains. 

Nor fuffers thee to fpread the Libyan plains s 

At Memphis, firft, free liberty (he yields. 

And lets thee loofe to float the thirfty fields. 

In unfufpefted peace fecurely laid, 
Thus wafte they filent night's declining fhade. 

Meanwhile accuftom'd Furies ftill infeft, '% 

With ufual rage, Pothinus' horrid breaft j > 

jA^Wan the ruffian's hand from flaughter reft. -^ 

NSi>ll may the wretch, diftain'd with Pompey's blood. 
Think every other dreadful a£lion good. 
Within him ftill the fnaky iifters dwell, 
And urge his foul with all the powers of helL 
Can fortune to fuch hands fuch mifchief doom. 
And let a flave revenge the wrongs of Rome I 505 
Prevent th' example, preordained to ftand 
The great renown of Brutus' righteous hand ! 
Forbid it, gods I that Caefar's hallow'd blood. 
To Liberty by Fate a viftim vow'd. 
Should on a lefs occafion e'er be fpilt, 519 

And prove a vile Egyptian eunuch's guilt. 
Harden'd by crimes, the bolder villain, now. 
Avows his purpofe with a daring brow 5 
^orns the mean aids of falfehood and furprizfi 
And openly the viftor chief defies* 51 j 

Gg VaiK 
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Vain in his hopes, nor doubting to fucqeed. 
He trufts that Caefar muft, like Porapey, bleed. 

The feeble boy to curs'd Achillas' hand 
Had, with. his army, given his crown's command; 
To him, by wicked fympathy of mind« ^lo 

By leagues and brotherhood of murder joiu'*d9 
To him, the firft and fitted of his friends^ 
Thus, by a trufly ilave, Pothlnus fend^ ; 

While ftretch'd at eafe the great Achillas lies. 
And fleep fits heavy on his ilothful eyee^ tij 

The bargain foV our native land is made;^ 
And the diflioneft price already paid. 
The former rule no longer now we owl)^ 
Ufurping Cleopatra wears the crown. 
Doft thou alone witlidraw thee from her date^ - > 
Nor on the bridals of thy miftrefs wait ? 
To-night at large flie lavilhes her charms» 
And riots in luxurious Caefar's arms. 
Ere long her brother may the wanton wed. 
And reap the refufe of the Roman's bed ; 535 

Doubly a bride, then doubly Ihall (he reign. 
While Rome and ^gypt wear, by turns, her chain. 
Kor truft thou to thy credit with the boy. 
When arts and eyes, like hers, their powers emplcy* 
Mark with what eafe her fatal charms can mould 54* 
The heart of Caefar, ruthlefs, hard, and old ? 
Were the foft king his thoughtlcfs head to reft. 
But for a night, on her inceftuous breaft j 
His crown and friends he 'd barter for the blifs. 
And give thy head and mine for one lewd kifs } 54$ 

0> 
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On crofles, or in flames, wfe (httuld deplore 
Her beauty's terriisle reiiftlefs power. 
On both, her fentence is already pafsM, 
She dooms us dead, hecaufe we kept her chafte* 
What potent hand fhall then afllftahce bring ? 55© 
Caefar 's her lover, and her hufband king. 
'Hafte, I adjure thee by oiir common guilt, ' 

By that great blood which We in' vain have fpilt, 
Hafte, arid let >^ar, let death, with thee retiirn, 
And the funereal torch for Hymen's burn. 555 

Whatever embrace the hoftile charmer hold, 
Tind, and tranfix her in the lufcious fold. 
Norlet the fortune of this Latian Lord 
Abafh thy courage, or reftrain thy fword j 
A the l^me glorious guilty paths we tread, 566. 

That rais'd him up, the world's imperious head. 
Like hirfi, we feek dominion for our prize. 
And hope, like him, by Pompey^s fall to rife. 
Witnefs the ftains of yonder blufliing wave, 
Von bloody fhbre, and yon inglorious grave. 565 

Why fear wfe then 'to bring our wifli to pals ? 
This Caefar is not more than Pompey was. 
What though we boaft nor birth, nor noble name. 
Nor kindf^d with fome purple monarch claim ? 
X*crrtfcioud of Fate's decree, fuch aid we fcorn, 57^ 
TVnd know we were for mighty mifchief borii. 
See, how kind Fortune, by this ofFer'd prey. 
Finds means to purge all paft offence away : 
With gfateful thanks Rome fhall the deed approve,. 
Anid this laft m^rit the firft crime remove. 575 

G g z Sfripp'd 
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Stripped of his titles, and the pomp of power, 

Cacfar 's a (ingle foldier and no more. 

Think then how eafily the talk were done. 

How foon we may an injured world atone j 

Fini(h lall .wars* appeafe each Roman ihade, ^S* 

By facrificing one devoted head. 

Fearlefs, ye dread united legions, go 5 

Kufh, all undaunted, on your common foe : 

This right, ye Romans ! to your country do 5 

Ye Pharians I this your king expe6ts from you, 585 

But chief, Achillas ! may the praife be thine $ -» 

Hafle thou, and find him on his bed fupine» > 

Weary with toiling luft, and gorg'd with wine* 3 

Then ftrike, and what their Cato's pi-ayers demand. 

The gods (hall give to thy more favoured hand« 500 

Nor faird the meflage, fitted to perfuade 5 
But, prone to blood, the willing chief obey'd. 
No noify trumpets found the loud alarm. 
But filently the moving legions arm : 
All unperceivM, for battle they prepare, 505 

And buftle through the night with bufy care. 
The mingled bands who form'd this mongrel hoft 
To the difgrace of Rome, were Romans moft • 
A herd, who had they not been loft to (hame 
And long forgetful of their country's name 609 

Had blufh'd to own ev'n Ptolemy their head • 
Yet now were by his meaner vafTal led. 
Oh ! mercenary war, thou flave of gold I 
How is thy faithlefs courage bought and fold ! 

Ftr 
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For bafc reward thy hireling hands obeyj *% 

Unknowing right or wrong, they fight for pay, > 

And give their country's great revenge away. -3 

Ah, wretched Rome ! for whom thy fate prepares. 

In every nation, new domeftic wsrs ; 

The fury, that from pale Theffalia fled, 5 10 * 

Rears on the banks of Nile her baleful head. 

What could protecting ^gypt more have done, 

Hjui flie receivM the haughty vigor's fon ? 

But thus the gods our finking flate confound. 

Thus tear our mangled empire all around j 6x5 

In every land fit inftruments employ. 

And fufFer ruthlefs flaughter to deftroy. 

Thus ev'n i^gyptian parricides prefume 

T^o meddle in the facred caufe of Rome ; 

Thus, had not Fate thofe hands of murder ty'd, 620 

Succefs had crown'd the vile Achillas' fide. 

Nor wanted fit occafion for the deed ; 

Timely the traitors to the place fucceed. 

While in fecurity the carelefs gueft, 

Lingering as yet, his couch fupinely preft : 615 ' 

No gates, no guards, forbad their open way, 

J^ut all dinblv'd in fleep and furfeits lay; 

With eafe the vi6tor at the board had bled, 

Aiid loil in riot his defencelefs head $ 

But pious caution now their rage withflands, 639 

And care for Ptolemy withholds their hands : 

With reverence and remorfe, unknown before. 

They dread to fpill their royal matter's gore ^ 

J-eft, in the tumult of the murdvTous night, 

Sqa^e ening mifchief on his youth juay light. (%c^ 
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Sway'd by this thought, not doubting to fucceedr 

They hoFd it fittipg to defer the deed. 

Gods ! that fuch >yretches ihould- fo preudly dare ! 

Can fuch a life be theirs to take, or fpare ? 

Till dawn of day the warrior flood repriev'd, £j^ 

And Ca^ar at Achillas^ bidding liv'd. 

Now o>r afpiring Cafpim's eaftem head 
The rofy light by Lucifer was led 5 
Swift through the land the piercing beams were bome^ 
And glowing JEgypt felt the kindling mom : 645 

Whtn from proud Alexandria's walls, afar. 
The citizens behold the coming war. 
The dreadful legions fhine in juft array. 
And firm, as to the battle, hold their way. 
Confcious, mean while, of his unequal force,' $m 
Straight to the palace Cxfar bends his courfe 2 
Nor in the lofty bulwarks dares confide. 
Their ample circuit ftretching far too wide : 
To one fix'd part his little band retreats. 
There mans the walls and towers, and bars the gates. 
There fear, there wrath, by turns, his bofom tc^rs : 
He fears, but ftill with indignation fears. 
His daring foul, reftrain'd, more fiercely burns. 
And proudly the ignoble refuge fcorns. 
The captive lion thus, with generous rage, 6Sq 

Reluftant foams, and roars, and bites his cage. 
Thus, if feme power could Mulciber imiave. 
And bind him down in -/Etna's fmoky cave. 
With fires more fierce th' imprifon'd god would clovr, 
And bellow in the dreadful deeps below. 665 
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He who fo lately, with undaunted pride. 

The power of mighty Pompey's arms defy'd, 

With juftice and the fenate on his fide 5 

Who, with a caufe which gods and men muft hate. 

Stood up, and fcuggled for fuccefs with fate j 

Now abjeft foes and flaves infulting fears. 

And Ihrinks beneath a Ihower of Pharian fpears» 

The warrior who difdain'd to te confin'd 

By Tyrian Gades, or the eaftern Inde, 

Now in a narrow houfe conceals that head. 

From which the fierceft Scythians once had fled. 

And horrid Moors beheld with awful di-ead. 

From room to room irrefolute he flies. 

And on fome guardian bar or door relies. 

So boys and helplefs maids, when towns are won, 6Z9 

To fecret corners for prote£^ion run. 

Still by his fide the beardlefs king he bears, 

Ordain'd to (hare in every ill he fears : 

If he muft die, he dooms the boy to go. 

Alike devoted to the fliades below 5 4%^ 

Rcfolves his head a vi6lim firfl: fliall fall, 

Hurl'd at his flaves from off the lofty walL 

So from ^etes fierce Medea fled. 

Her fword ftill aim'd at young Abfyrtos' head; 

Whene'er flie fees her vengeful fire draw nigh, 690 

Ruthlefs flie dooms the wretched boy ftiould die. 

Yet ere thefc cruel laft extremes he proves. 

By gentler fteps of peace the Roman moves : 

He lends an envoy, in the royal name, 

To chidtNtheir fury, and the war dliclaim. 695 
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But implouis they nor god* nor kiag* regard^ 

Kor univerial laws, by all reverM; 

No rfght of facred charaHers they know, 

But tear the olive from the hallo w'd brow ; 

To death the mefT^nger of peace purfuei 700 

And id his blood tbelr horrid hands enjbrue- 

Siich axe the palms which curs'd ^gjptians claiiBj 
Such prodigies exalt their nation's name* 
Nor purple Thefialy's dclbtiaive fiiore, 
Nar dire Phamaces, nor the Libyan Moor, 7^1 

Nor every barbarous land, in every age, 
Equal a foft JEgj'ptian eu nucha's rage* 

InteiTtnt (till the roar of war prevails. 
While the wild hoft the^ royal pile alTaila- 
Void of device, no thunderirvg rams they bring, 710 
Kor kindling flames with fpreading nrifcbtef fling j 
Bcllowitig around they run with fiuitlefs pain. 
Heave at the doors, and thruft and ftrlve in vain : 
More than a wall, great Caefar's fortune (lands. 

And mocks the madnefs of their feeble hands. 715 
On one proud fide the lofty fabric ftood 

Projefted bold into th' adjoining flood j 

There, fill'd with armed bands, their barks draw near. 

But find the fame defending Caefar there j 

To every part the ready warrior flies, 720 

And with new rage the fainting fight fupplics ; 

Headlong he drives them with his deadly blade. 

Nor feems to be invaded, but t" invade. 

Againft the fliips Phalaric darts he aims ; 

£ach dart with pitch and livid fulphur flames. 715 

The 
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The fpreading fire o'er-nins their un6^uous fides, 
And, nimbly mounting, on the top-maft rides ; 
Planks, yards and cord<^e, feed the dreadful blaze; 
The drowning veffel hiffes in the feas 5 
V^hile floating arms and men, promifcuous ftrowM, 730 
Hide the whole furface of the azure flood* 
Nor dwells deftru£lion on their fleet alone. 
But, driven by winds, invades the neighbouring town : 
On rapid wings the flieety flames they bear. 
In wavy lengths, along the reddening air. 735 

Not much unlike, the fliooting meteors fly. 
In gleamy trails, athwart the midnight flcy. 
Soon as the croud behold their city bum. 
Thither, all headlong, from the fiege they turn. 
But Caefar, prone to vigilance ind hafle, 740 

To fnatch the juft occafion ere it pafs'd. 
Hid in the friendly night's involving fliade, 
A fafe retreat to Pharos timely made. 
In elder times of holy Proteus' reign. 
An ifle it ftood, incompafs'd by the main : 74.5 

Now by a mighty mole the town it joins. 
And from wide feas the fafer port confines. 
Of high importance to the chief it lies, 
To him brings aid, and to the foe denies : 
In clofe reftraint the captive town is held, 750 

While free behind he views the watery field. 
There fafe, with curs'd Pothinus in his power, . 
Caefar defers the villain's doom no more. 
Yet, ah 1 by means too gentle he expires ; 
Ko gafliing knives he feels, no fcorching fires j 7^$ 

Nor 
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Nor were his limbs by grimung tigers torn. 
Nor pendent on the horrid crois are borne : 
Beneath the fword the wretch refigns his breathy 
And dies too glorioufly by Pompey^s death. 

Mean>whUe, by wily Ganymede convey 'd, 760 

Arfmoe, the younger royal maid. 
Fled to the camp 5 and with a daring hand 
AflTunoes the fceptre of fupreme conmiand : 
And, for her feeble brother was not there, 
Slie calls herfelf the fole Lagxan heir. ^^ 

Then, fince he dares difputc her right to reign. 
She dooms the fierce Achillas to be flain. 
With Juft remorfe, repenting fortune paid 
This fecond viiS^im to her Pompey's fliade. 
But oh ! nor this, nor Ptolemy, nor all ^^^ 

The race of Lagos doomM at once to fall. 
Not hecatombs of tyrants fhall fuffice, 
Till Brutus ftrikes, and haughty Caefar dies.- 
Nor yet the rage of war was hufh'd in peace. 
Nor would that Itorm, with him who raisM it, ceafcr 
A fecond eunuch to the taflc fucceeds. 
And Ganymede the power of ^gypt leads : 
He chears the drooping Pharians with fuccefs,^ 
Ami uigM the Roman chief with new diftrefs* 
Such dangers did one dreadful day afford. 
As annals might to lateft times record, 
And confecrate to fame the warrior's fword. 

While to their barks his faithful band defcends, 
Cicfar the mole's contra6led fpace defends. 
Part fro ed key aboard were pafs'd, 785 

The c lin'd among the laft j 

Whe« 
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When fudden ^ffigypt's furious powers unite. 

And fix on him alone th' unequal fight. 

By land the numerous foot, by fea the fleet. 

At once furround him, and prevent retreat. 750 

No means for fafety or efcape remaift. 

To fight, or fly, were equally in vain : 

A vulgar period on his wars attends. 

And his ambitious life obfturely ends. 

No Teas of gore, no mountains of the (lain, 795 

Renown the fight on fome diftinguifhVi plain^i 

But meanly in a tumult muft he die. 

And, over-borne by crouds, inglorious lie t 

No room was left to fall as Caefar fhould. 

So little were the hopes, his foes and fate allowM* 8o» 

At once the place and danger he furveys. 

The rifing mound, and the near neighbouring feas : 

Some fainting ftcuggling doubts as yet remain i 

Can he, perhaps, his navy ftill regain ? 

Or fhall he die, and end th* uncertain pain ? 

At length, while madly thus perplex'd he burns, 

His own brave Scaeva to his thought returns j 

Scaeva, who ia the breach undaimted flood> 

And fingly made the dreadful battle good ; 

Whofe arm advancing Pompey's hoft repell'd, 819- 

And, coop'd within a wall, tlie captive leader held. 

Strong in his fou> the glorious image rofe. 

And taught him, fodden, to difdain his foes ;. 

The force opposM in equal fcales to weigh, 

Himfelf was Caefar, and .Egyptians they ^ Tr^ 

To truft that fortune, and thofe gods, once more. 

That never fail'd his daring hopes before. 

^ ThreatuusLs;^ 
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Threatening, aloft his flaming blade he fhook. 

And through the throng his courfe refiftlefs took : 

Hands, arms, and helmed heads before him fly, Szo 

While mingling fcreams and groans afcend the Iky. 

So winds, imprilbn'd, force their furious way. 

Tear up the earth, and drive the foamy fea. 

Juft on the margin of the mound he ftay'd. 

And for a moment, thence, the flood furvey'd i 825 

Fortune divine ! be prefent now, he cry'd 5 

And plung'd, undaunted, in the foamy tide. 

Th' obedient deep, at fortune's high command. 

Received the mighty mafter of the land ; 

Her fei-vile waves officious Tethys fpread, 8 to 

To raife with proud fupport his awful head. 

And, for he fcorn'd th* inglorious race of Nile 

Should pride themfelves in aught of Caefar's ipoil. 

In his left hand, above the water's power, 

Papeis and rcrolls of high import he bore 5 83c 

Where his own labours faithfully record 

The battles of ambition's ruthlefs fword : 

Safe in his right, the deadly fteel he held. 

And plow'd, with many a ftroke, the liquid field ; 

While his fix'd teeth tcnacioufly retain g^o 

His ample Tyrian robe's imperial train ; 

Th' incumber'd folds the curling furface fweep. 

Come flow behind, and drag along the deep. 

From the high mole, from every Pharian prow, 

A thoufand hands a thouf'and javelins throw j 845 

TJie thrilling points dip bloodlels in the waves. 

While he their idle wrath fecurely braves. 

So 
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So when fome mighty ferpent of the main 

Rolls his huge length athwart the liquid plain, 

whether he range voracious for the prey, 85* 

Or to the funny fhore direfts his way, 

Him if by chance the fiftiers view from far. 

With flying darts they wage a diftant war : 

But the fell monfter, unappallM with dread. 

Above the feas exerts his poifonous head j 855 

He rears his livid creft and kindling eyes. 

And, terrible, the feeble foe defies ; 

His fwelling breaft a foamy path divides. 

And, carelefs, o'er the murmuring flood he glides. 

Some loofcr Mufe, perhaps, who lightly treads 860 
The devious paths where wanton fancy leads. 
In heaven's high court, would feign the queen of love. 
Kneeling in tears before the throne of Jove, 
Imploring, fad, th' almighty father's grace. 
For the dear offspring of her Julian race. 865 

While to the juft recording Romans eyes. 
Far other forms, and other gods arife; 
The guardian furies round him rear their heads, 
And Nemefis the ftiield of fafety fpreads j 
Juftice and fate the floating chief convey, 87O 

AJid Rome's glad genius wafts him on his way ; 
Freedom and laws the Pharian darts withftand. 
And fave him for avenging Brutus' hand. 
His friends, unknowing what the gods decree. 
With joy receive him from the fwelling fea 5 575 

In peals on peals their ihouts triumphant rife. 
Roll o'er the diftant flood, and thunder to the flcies. 
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